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PREFACE. 



These poems are the results of much enforced 
leisure ; nor can his most unfavourable critic hope 
more earnestly than the author, that this leisure may 
speedily have an end. 

Not that he intends to give up writing, but that he 
finds, as many have found, that when a man works 
of necessity, the better he can otherwise work of 
pleasure. 

Leisure is the couch of the mind, and to work at 
leisure is to work when lying at fiill length. Such 
work is of necessity unstable and unequal, fitful with 
hasty power and sudden feebleness. Half-successes 
which* are whole-faults, are as apparent in this book. 



vi PREFACE. 

to the author, as they can be to anyone. Violent 
writing is almost unavoidable by a youth who, after 
a course of most frigid education, first tasted of 
liberty of thought and action in southern Italy. 

H. R. 

February i6, 1872. 
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PROLOGUE. 



Let me stand up and give me leave to sing ! 

I will once spite this ashen face of Fate 
Whose nearing stare me chills not anything ; 

For much love-lutes and laughter doth he hate, 
Delighting evermore his worth to fling 
Of ashes forth on aught of glad that goes. 

Ashes and dust whence gathered why God knows ! 

Of sepulchre and far grey desert of death ! 
Swift to suck up sweet dews, and tears and those 

Warm wet ways of a woman's summer breath 
Made flower in kisses for love's urgent glows : — 
All these his dust is sown like death upon. 



X PROLOGUE. 

Keep clear your lips with laughter or begone, 

Lo you, if he salute with ashes thus 
Have I not leave to answer in the wan 

Faint beard of him with a tossed flower luminous, 
A song, a blossom from old days that shone, 
Or myrtle of the late love calm and green ? 

What cheer? Why this : — ^life's best hath never been 
While love is made more mighty every day. 

The only death is death of love, I ween ; 
What matter whether dust ye be or clay ? 

For whoso loves death kinder is than keen. 

The safe love loosening lost, a breath in sky. 

There is not one of you hath loved as I, 
Nor any among men beyond my voice, — 

A marvel of a love, whose hopeless cry 
Is glad as when a less love doth rejoice : 

Yea, and the deeps of it are heaven-high ; 

Yea, and the heights of it God only sees. 



PROLOGUE. xi 

Should then an angel sing ye well of these ? 

O Love, the blinding height of thee debars 
The telling of thee soothly, yet God please, 

As men tell of the sweet ways of the stars, 
So utter love unutterable, thy lees 
Grained starry, I may sing of, lost below. 

Have I no right to sing that have loved so ? 

Shall I not sometimes tell you subtle things. 
And strange, and sweet, for all ye never know 

By storm or sobbing of the passionate strings 
As down Love's lit sky breatheth or doth blow, 
How high she is with such high love at feet ? 



And if how high, who says or sings how sweet ? 

I would I had to praise her rose in hair ! 
I would that as my heart my lute would beat ! 

I would were found some sweet notes an)rwhere ! 
That one might sing the sense of utter heat, 
And keenly see with tremulous eyes in tear ! 



FKCLOCUE^ 



\ xa^ X Vmwjiin xcm sui cxis tsic acoa 



W^ aa : — ime 5 i^si ia; 



V^ac BOGKr shecte (ha «« be or cb^i 
Fjt «biHi> Iswa AMh kadet B AiB beo^ 




xii PROLOGUE. 

I find no frosts nor heats of Hope or Fear 
To force or nip the flowering of a note ; 

Nor Joy is as loud waters in mine ear, 

Nor Grief a fire that murders in my throat ; 

Unless for love I well may sing out sheer 

Against the East, for last night's dreams are done ! 

Glad dreams or grey ! but gladder is white sun 
Made rich with ravaging your mist or dew \ 

That is a fair weird day ye make to one. 
But lo the vivid day to be lived through ! 

Clear songs and laughter, haply tears to run. 

An end of smiles and mutterings in sleep ! 

« 

An end unto that asking aching deep 
Ever ! What ailed the tuning of my lips 

That blind songs shuddered back afraid to leap, 
Or miserably broke in drivel-drips, 

Or curdled mad into a blasphemy-heap, . 

Or went back straight to hell within my heart ? 



PROLOGUE. xiii 

I could not sing for tripping on my art, 
And dreaming knew not all of this a dream. 

Till the free morning glorious took my part 
And broke all blithe and bitter things that seem, 

And she unclogged the lips to sing and smart 

That stifled dimib beneath sleep's hot soft seal. 

For dear the dream but dull my tongue to deal 
Thereof the gold upon the grey faint air ; 

Yet hath the mom so holpen that did heal 
And hale from drowning and strip slumber-bare ? 

Lo, thick with thundrous sea the tresses reel, 

Dim, sumptuous, gold rivers through the green ; 

Yet who when deeps abound hath fairly seen 
Sheer from the rock the splendid sea-hair rave ? ' 

Who not, when fail the deep loud throats between 
And from the white is folded the last wave. 

Beholds, with slimeful light of snakes for sheen. 

Loose from the stone the clotted sea-weed droop ? 



xiv PROLOGUE, 

But he is gone and hath no care to stoop ; 

And if deep tide again shall strike divine, 
With strained to lightning every lifted loop, 

What voice hath sea to psalm them how they shine 
In great cool sumptuous deeps below the sloop ? 
What other voice than humming thunder blind, 

Shapeless at ear and sad upon the mind ? 

And save slow sea-things wreathing, water-like 
Or like red hearts of maidens, emerald-shrined, 

And swift small fishes, each a pearlen spike. 
And great slow fanning fishes sleepful-eyned, 

Not any know this fluent fire of flower. 

O wild high sea of every passionate hour ! 

O flowers of it, transfigured thoughts firewise ! 
Then when divine, beyond the faint eye-power. 

Nor all the sea can lift; you clear to eyes. 
Nor all the passion sing you, how ye shower. 
Smiting as scourges, aching as scourged blood ! 



PROLOGUE. XV 

For such and so are thoughts in Passion's flood. 

These thoughts were so, my friends, these only were. 
That ye had seen them best of bloom or bud ! 

That ye could see them full and fiery-fair, 
The which if safely seen, so dulled with mud 
And sand of mere mens' words, ye find me wan ! 

And have no care to stoop and straight are gone, 
Saying : Who doubts if they were marvellous, 

Cooled close away from blown sand hot upon 
The sick leaves undelightful of these thus ? 

And so ascend your barks, Euroclydon 

Spare you light sailers of the deeps I swim ! 

O days and nights, what have ye left for him 

Hath sacked your dark house of the Futiure through. 

Seeking if she be somewhere in the dim. 

And finding not laid hands and haled to view 

Strange fruits unripe of thought and, pictured grim, 

Sad ways of Fate, and Loves the living wines ? 



xvi PROLOGUE. 

And made a feast whereto the reeling vines 

Ran ready wreaths that broke .the vivid sky 
To lightnings of set sapphires of no mines, 

Laughing, and the love-languid sea was by, 

• 

And any flower that as a broad star shines, 
And any eyes more flower or star, who says ? 

But he being dusty from the House of Days, 

The Future, and for spoils thereof bent slow. 
Laid forth those fruits as any god might praise ; 
And set the fierce wines of the Loves at flow. 
And cast the dust off" on Fate's imaged ways. 
And ate and drank beneath swift moon and sun 
Strange loves and thoughts : — What more for such a 
one? 

February, 1872. 



so FAR. 



HEAVEN ON EARTH. 

Who made thy sweet mouth of a cloven bud, 
And poured the living dusk into thine eyes ? 

Dark, dark as ways whereon with rapturous blood 
• Follow I would with soul-steps of dropt sighs : — 
If Hell loom, thinkest I had other than love-cries ? 

Who shaped each lid-lash in angelic spites 

To a sting of love sprayed forth from lids of cream ? 

Doth young Love keep his mouth there much o' nights. 
Sly of the sting, and pay for drink with dream, — 
Slow crystals with the far shown fair, loosed through 
the stream ? 



2 HEA VEN ON EARTH. 

But I would know who made thee white as souls 
Heavenward, and red as greatening these above 

The star, the flame, the fire, the heaven unrolls ; 
Sweet as thy name on girl-lips grave with love : 
O thou in the tree of life the unattainable dove ! 

A swift blown twilight now by dainty ear. 
And now a sea-plunge is thine hair behind ! 

Lest God find lights of his wiped dark I fear 
At flight and flare of that incarnate wind ; 
Lest this superb flood flowing, brim him o*er the 
mind. 

« 
Who hath made thee hath skilled his hand at stars ! 

Tis he hath slung my fate-star dear and dire. 

Seen painfiilly as if for dungeon-bars, — 

Love's blossom fruitless-cored, love's perfiime-pyre. 

Look on my pitifiil star, thou moon of amorous fire ! 

For I am kindled of my cruel star. 

My sterile star of aught but sterile flam e, 
If thou shouldst know of it, the very far ! 



• 



HE A VEN ON EARTH. 3 

Moon-maiden^ of the wild star distance-tame, 
So ^, this fiercer star is but as stars the same ! 

Now let the heart break, so this be as if 
A flower of pleasure or a profit-fiiiit 

Against thy lips, so thou come down the stiff" 
Ramparts of hopeless Fate and know me mute, 
I that assailed by high with love, by low with lute. 

So thou should'st wake, thou deep asleep within ! 
If then, 'twere well then when me death abates, 

For would I know not what of dreams begin 
Make sweet in turn the slumber that so sates 
Me foiled, who nothing had of gold to bribe the 
gates. 

Frighting the field, with hard the knotted hand, 
And love-blood an irrevocable tide. 

My sanguine sunset in a bitter land ; 

To thee the sunrise, if thou stand beside. 

Of this : for that I could not die for thee I died. 



4 HEA VEN ON EARTH. 

One pool of pearl as Christ's was, he arisen, 
(Holy is love), thereafter were my tomb. 

Well would ye spare the wan wreath to bedizen, 
If thus for thee my death split wefts of Doom 
The veil that veileth my soul-temple's holiest room. 

Oh sweet and seeming far in days behind. 
As Heaven's first day in days against the face. 

The first day Passion took my hair f the wind. 
And Love was in the sun to warm enlace, 
And in thy words strange sound of a Heaven-secur- 
ing grace. 

Dark was the sea, and hardly had a smile, 
Dark as much myrtle in those hands of thine ! 

I know not if plucked myrtle live long-while, — 
How in the swathing of a snow divine ? 
" Myrtle that meaneth Love : — I take this for a 
sign 



1" 



This thought I : " Myrtle holy by her hand 
Is well to swear by, therefore witness Fate 




HE A VEN ON EARTH. 5 

That as none other, common soul or grand, 

Shall love her, (and all love here need be great,) 
I swear to love this sweet to early death or late ! 

" I take the myrtle for a sign. Behold ! 

Make way ! I run the race for myrtle-crown. 

Win whoso will the roses,' winged with gold, 
For me the wreath of utter love take down, 
For whoso may fruition-roses fiery-blown !" 

Thy hand makes myrtle more than roses fair ! 
When roses are a helplessness of snow. 

The slow dark flame of myrtle lo, in hair. 

Fanned fairer, nothing foiled, if wry winds blow : 
Sweet to supply all burning of the brow below. 

Love broadening like a slow fire under God, 
Love that endureth, hard-endured of me ; 

He shall behold and have no need of rod 
Nor robe to give, no forcing and no fee. 
For love completeth, Heaven and Hell are lit of 
thee ! 



6 HEA VEN ON EARTH, 

I lie beneath thee, a volcanic land, 
I flower forth love to thee my shifting dove ! 

Moan sole, coo mated, how should flowers withstand ? 
And what withstands a wide land's blossom-love — 
My love who love thee as but I and He above ? 

O upward face whence felt the laughters swerve, 
The lazy laughters molten from thy mouth. 

From dear lips unendurable of curve, 
Superb slow laughters gathered in the south, 

food intolerable as thereof the drouth ! 

O subtle lips ye weary me to cry 

1 know not if : — ^For ever bend ye thus 
Until I love as love ye fain am I ! 

Or if: — Sink all to dust unmarvellous ! — 

Not ever shall I love you right, shall one of us ? 

Oh wild and soft as small sins of thine own, 

And of a witching wickedness as these, 
But well for evil as the bud mid-blown 



HEA VEN ON EARTH. 7 

That bare the Apple to the worst of trees, — 
These are the ways o' thy mouth, — thy breath the 
Eden-breeze ! 

Pray you, the work of that unwondered bud ? 

Lo you, the ruinous possibilities, 
Curled to this core here, bright like naked blood ! 

For spilling of all other grace that is. 

Should this seem shameful, making room for grace 
of a kiss ? 

What deed were wild to drink of, so thou crown 
With this best bud the goblet of the death ? 

And what of evil hath God written down, 
That bidden of thy dear dire lips in breath. 
Were wicked then, so wickeder the mouth that saith? 

Let me alone lips, will ye smile me mad 
Beyond his sobering of the frown supreme ? 

Oh let me not alone, for must be had 
Something of thee, if this a glamour-gleam ! 
Better be mad by moon than stark black blank of 
beam ! 



8 HE A VEN ON EARTH. 

Ah here thou art divinest by thy lips ! 

Are those worse-witching I have seen ere now/ 

Far forth in Italy, whose laughter-whips 

Scar souls to semblance of their own ? But thou — 
Thou hast the wicked lips, — and white soul as thy 
^ browl 

Lo all warm wreathing ways of wickedness, 

And no wrong done, so are those ways of thine ! 

All sweet of evil crowns thee, evilless; 
So doubly art thou subtle and divine ! 
Sin's flower unthomed and flower of grace for once 
entwine. 

Sweetness that should be sin's and never will, 
So tangled twining in with grace elate, 

As in bare beautiful Eve unfallen still ; 
And now or then lay finger on me Fate, 
Thee do I love, thou sweet, to early death or late ! 

October, 1871. 



I 



SECUM. 

Love, Love, 
Come a dove, 
But come a flame,— I flee ! 

May, May, 
Let them say 
Thou art of mean degree ! 

Blind, Wind, 

Gilden rind 

No bird shall peck, agree ? 

Say, say 
Shall she stay 
The Love-bird in Life-tree, 



lo SECUM. 

Peck, peck, 

Sleepy-neck, 

The gilden fruits that be ? 

No, no. 

Love's not slow 
The silk-skinned fruit to see ! 

Hie, hie. 
Thou bird sly,' 
Peck to the core with glee ! 

Sweet, sweet. 
So thy feet 
Are high enough for me ! 

1871. 



II 



THE PLOUGHING OF ULYSSES. 

He sent the sheer plough through the flying sand, 
With curse and cluck for wit and weariness, 
And sowed the furrow full of salt to bless 
The sterile glitter of that blinding band 
The amorous sea would loosen on the land. 
And may not quite, for chiding of the moon. 
Yea, but the salter sea was on him soon. 
And ploughed his ploughing, at a god's command. 
But he made madness, — are ye mad indeed 
Who, looking to what harvest not of slime. 
Sow salt of Wisdom in the sands of Time ? 
For lo the bright sea with all Wisdom-seed, 
Breaks forth, and through, and under, and above. 
And sifts your sowing, and the sea is Love ! 

1872. 
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A BOY'S LOVE. 

Let me sit and think about her now that each is left 

alone, 
After day that laugheth thought down, to his gladness 

or his moan ; 
Think of her as last I saw her, lowering the God-struck 

crowd. 
In the church's carven portal, and the organ praised 

her loud. 
Scarcely, thought I, the Madonna, had she floated 

from her place. 
Had from under lashes raywise rayed a glance of such 

a grace ! 
Would she smile so, knowing this : that I have crowned 

her to my queen ? 
Should I ever hold again the little hand ? Less soft I 

ween 



A BOrS LOVE. 13 

Roseflakes swimming down in noon-lulls; love-thoughts 

swimming down in dreams ! 
What I said I knew and know not, but I uttered so 

meseems 
Password to the utter Heaven, ay, for all it might not 

last 
How I quitting Heaven loitered, raging that meseemed 

I passed 
Quicker thenceforth than must needs be, out into the 

chill and grey ! 
But I called the sweet slave. Memory : quickly at my 

feet she lay, 
Soothing me with pleasant stories, but when all her 

store was done. 
Taking her I lashed her till she told me lies, — sweet, 

every one ! 
Then I mused of it in this wise ; Better she should 

know and frown, 
Than know not and meet me smiling ; lo the green 

leaf bums to brown, 



14 A BOY'S LOVE, 

And the tides of Time no nearer seem to drift me to 

her feet ; 
Very vain is all this raving, ay we talk, but do we meet? 
Crush the hope that sprouts so pertly ; this is not the 

holy plant 
Found on graves to greenest flourish, strong to strike 

in adamant. 
Look well lest a face lay life waste, like a baleful star 

and fair. 
Swift to drive the rough friend Toil off, very slow to 

drive off Care. 
Lo, half wrought the work must perish, and it shall 

before I turn ; 
I must bend for lo, a goddess, day and night I bruise 

and bum 
Dreamful incense of much longing in my holy place of 

heart. 
I must be a priest for ever ; call me not to bear a 

part 
In your little schemes for lifting man six inches from 

the dust ! 



A BOrS LOVE. 15 

Let loud Freedom's flag fall piecemeal, and the bla<le 
of Justice rust ! 

What care I, so all their wrangling filtered by far dis- 
tance, grow 

To a soft peace-note that ever down my temple-aisles 
shall flow ! 

— ^Yet a little stay, and dream not ! Shall a flaming 
flower. Love, 

Of the garden make one riot, burning balefully above 

Sterner growths and not less noble, and they choke 
and curl below ? 

Answer made my heart : I care not howsoever these 
things go ! 



Now the fierce white day hath freed us, and her sister 

of the veil 
0*er the flushed and fevered earth bends as a nun that 

ministreth pale. 
As I lean forth of the casement, scent of blossom 

heaped with rain. 



i6 A BOTS LOVE, 

Breatheth all about nor floateth to an aching brow in 

vain. 
Maiden moon behind the roof-top dipping dome of 

litten pearl, 
Sure thou lovest, how so calm then, seeing never that 

the whirl 
Of a thousand flames of fancies breaks to blossom in 

thy face ? 
Ever through that holy kingdom queening it with 

palest grace ! 
Yet I pray thee, (who dost love too), ere thou dip be- 
hind the hill, 
Write with argent pen upon her chamber-wall : * He 

loves thee still I' 

Is my loving then of moonshine : So am I a brain-sick 
lad? 

This I know, and manyjcnow it: Love's sweet moon- 
shine maketh mad. 

January, 1870. 
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COMPLINES. 

TA£ last of day is burning fast 

In that fierce burst which marks an end ; 
Full fire in heaven hath caught at last 

That sun which did so wanly wend, 
And makes a dropping rose of him : — 

So in my life love's rosy flame 
Hath caught my soul which was so dim,. 

And scarce I know it for the same^. 
So hath love's flame improved the capture,. 
And lit it rosily with rapture ! 



2 
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MY LOVE. 

As one who fingereth at a sweet tress dipt, 
For tears seen like a sea-flower low afloat, 
And sighs end sobs, for aching in his throat, 
And forth he bows quick-hearted but lame-lipped, 
And hurries forth and back a loose hand dipped 
Into the casket all with marred white silk, 
(For tears have blurred that marvel of the milk !) 
And then as though the thing had caught and nipt. 
Plucks hand forth with her graven face therein, 
And God sees all and has no word for him : — 
I thus unlock my heart of hangings dim, 
And take my love forth as it were a sin. 
And look at it and drop, for agony. 
And lock all down and not endure to see 1 



19 



THE PAIN OF LOVE. 

Her lips have wrecked me, as I knew they would, 
Those strangest lips I love until I die, 
I love and love, and know not what to cry, — 

Or if some word they made me very good, 

Low lisped with laughs as not an angel could, 
No spoken word but kissed out sleepily ; — 
Or if, (this being too sweet for such as I, 

This soft word as the beating of her blood). 

Some iron word not spoken but forth-curst. 
Hard-hurled with laughter, as no devil might, 
Hard as the beating of my blood last night. 

For best the worst word unto plight the worst ! 

I am scourged with shiftings of thy sweet mouth slow; 

Yea, hadst thou kissed thou hadst not stung me so ! 



20 



A WORD IN A BALL-ROOM. 

What do you mean with soft sweet eyes 

Upon me in this asking-wise ? 

Now would God you would slay or spare ; 

There is no knowing anywhere 

Whether you love, or hate, or care ! 

I have enough of questions now ; 

My void hours ask me Why and How? 

And my Love bites and asks me When ? 

I pray you loose a little then 

This look that asks me anything, — 

I know not what So you would fling 

Once lightning, or send out some sun 

Of lucid love, then all were done, 

All questions quenched, and I could love 

With laughters over and above ; 



A WORD IN A BALL-ROOM, 21 

Laughing with lazy Hope beside, 

Or at her if she not abide. 

Well I should know the How and Why 

Of life, my purpose ere I die : 

To give God thanks from arms of love. 

Or in Love's claws make way above ; 

And Love's sharp When were glad in Now, 

Or calm in Never : this canst thou ! 

Is this your pity? Let me be, 

Or, half a heart-beat, let me see ! 

But lo again the sweet soft eyes 

Upon me in this asking-wise ! 



22 



AMBUSHED (i6— ). 

Here we lie, we in the tanglCj 

Hushed as the leaves, 
Shearing the trailers that dangle 

Forth of our eaves : 
Legs of limp foemen escaping 

Down by a wall, — 
Thafs what we make of them, shaping 

Foemen from all ! 
Lo, one just leaning his lance out ! 

Say it is grass ; — 
Our foemen dance all their dance out 

By the first pass ! 
Better than grass ? Not a tittle ! 

Matters it then 
If we shall mix them a little, 

We in the glen, 



AMBUSHED. 23 

Calling the men grass, the grass-blades 

Foemen we wait, 
First to affright, then to pass blades, 

Lay them out straight ? 
Yet is there dirty work set us, 

One thing we dread, 
Why, when they scamper, they let us 

Bury their dead ! 
How the broom blazeth about, as 

Lit for blood-revels ! 
Ha, what a place for a shout, as 

Startling the devils, 
Cheers it those hearts to a gallop. 

Ay, and the heels too. 
Shout like the storm-blast, the shallop 

Flees as she reels to ! 
Even the whirlblast can break her ! 

Even our shout 
Tear them ! When seas overtake her ? 

Lances leap out ? 



24 AMBUSHED. 

How shall the dainty thing weather 

Bursting of waves ? 
How shall the foe find in heather 

Shelter, not graves ? 
Softly! You hear it, — the tapping ? 

Loosen in sheath 
Blades there, and don't be caught napping ! 

Tighten the teeth ! 
Now see, they creep shilly-shally 

Choosing, (just they), 
The very worst dip of the valley, — 

Ours is the day 1 
Just where the whole sun is hurling 

Sheer in their eyes; 
How will it be when uncurling, 

Starkly we rise ? 
How when the sun-laughter quivers 

Full from each targe ? 
Will they be dazzled, white livers ? 

Now for the charge ! 
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No^ for it, (Vare the wry branches !) 

Tickle them well ! 
Hew the lank apes to the haunches ! 

Charge Uke all Hell ! 



26 



HELL ON EARTH. 

For he that would see Heaven, I bade him look 

With a great worship on one woman's face : 

Now he that would see Hell, a little space, 

Let him make hard and small his eyes to brook, 

I will make haste to show him in this book. 

Of one man's youth, if God so give me grace. 



Was one lay beating between sleep and song ; 
Without the weary tender rain suspired, 
The pained soft heavy rain full deadly-tired 
Of all loud barren angers of the throng. 
Whence thunder grew and faded all night long : 
For a slow great storm marched northward, terrible- 
choired. 
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But she slid to the grass for sleeping still ; 
And he, half-singer, sang a dream of it, 
And he, half-dreamer, dreamed a song to fit 
The tender freshness of the garden hill 
Drenched deep and high, most blithe unto his will. 
Held mad beneath the hot tense hours that sit. 



Thereafter he endured not ; all the dark 

Was likest swarthy blood to drown him down, 
The pouring of blood measureless to drown. 
Whence ever lightning without word stabbed stark. 
Welling, and thunder was the pulse to hark. 
Thunder that broke vast echoes from the town ! 

But he flung curtain, ay and casement wide. 
To a night as any nightmare gay and grim ; 
If God was there, this was the work of him : 
With fires his white worst hell rejoicing plied, 
He sealed great seals of thickening dark to hide 
The sweltering lands and hopeless seas at swim. 
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The night for one to love in, hating love 1 

Not holy, but most heavy, of a heart 

Thundrous, and tears more bled than shed, to start ; 
And lightnings of her ceaseless face above 
Whom Fate makes cruel, and Gk)d made a dove : — 

Yea, she is nested softly, far apart ! 

The night for one to die in, hating death ! 
He chokes if he would cry, and of his tears, 
For imminent high thunder that he hears. 

They know not, so is sweat for every breath. 

And God's high door is vexed and lighteneth. 
And ere that all be ready, there are years. 



Now God give sleep unto such shattered twain ! 
And that with million marvels Of a bride, 
And this with million marvellous saints ! — he sighed, 
I, too, will feed tlie painful night with pain. 
And search my youth, and after have no gain. 
For I see saints ere I wed her !— he cried. 
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Theire is no flower at all upon the days ( 
How after shall they weary us for fruit ? 
Death is a winding worm about the root, 

The HeaVen above is wroth with a hard blaze, 

Or listless with a miserable haze ; 

Come imder to cool death, have done my lute ( 

God stood hefe,^--when was torture to be done, 
Through all that boyhood dreary-dayed of mine; — 
Have I not fed this tree as any vine 
O* the beaten battle-slope, with blood arun, 
And sWeAt for fury of the crushing sun? — 
And not one faintest flower is found to shine ! 

I may not deem, I dreaffl these things of God : 
That he being shamed for angers over free. 
Comes now not near and will not speak to me^ 
Surely a life before this life 1 trod I 
Por which he loosed the horror of his rod, 
Like a long flame that lappeth thirstily. 
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Best lay the bringing of these things on Fate ! 

The monstrous Fate that took me, being a boy, 

(The iron fingers took no iron toy), 
And drew with all his hollow hideous weight 
The soft light tree of my life to strange and straight ; 

And stripping there he bound me, making joy ! 

And tied me with the tangling of my hair, 
And breaking beastwise branches firom the tree, 
He scourged of these the blossoms oflf on me. 

And scourged of these the thorns into me there ; 

For which all loathly things of earth and air 
Came softly ; never came a man to see ! 

Serpent by day, and Hell knows what by night ; 

No breath of peace for not one breathing-span ; 

They say the while the earth was glad and ran; 
I say so well the earth erst never might. 
Being well unburthened of the heaven's height. 

For this I bore, and never came a man ! 



\ 
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(Nay, for I will not meanly mix with men 
You more than these, for I had worlds to say 
If words were needed on the Judgment-day, 

To help the bright work of the Angel-pen ! 

God send that we be well together then, 
For not so I were in a weary way ! 

Three words I give you now, no other word, 
For I am ever foolish in my thanks : — 
And yet the first is holiest that ranks. 
And holy is the second, and^the third 
Holy : — God bless you ! Which may every bird 
Sing for me from your wet west shrubbery-banks !) 

I speak no'dim word ; nay, I knew the stings ! 

My feith was tangled of an evil blast ; 

Small hairs of it made stinging and made fast 
Checked back my head as when the sad throat sings ; 
My broken days deflowered of all glad things, 

Smote into me all keen things to the last. 
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The light was dread with vultures vile of fear ; 
The night was fierce with sucking bats of doubt : 
These meshed them in my faith to claw it out, 
My heart to those made delicate meat and dear, 
God knows I know not how I stand out clear. 
And curse all these things in their hellward rout ! 



What more of Fate, — of Fate, lest I blaspheme ! 
Oh, this was Fate that set them sapping me 
That he might drink, I will say Fate was he ! 
The souPs strength first ; and as he sucked the stream 
He fiercened, and I failed to a dumb dream, 
Dumb for the horror of the thing to see ! 

The strength o* the body next in dainty rills 
Made red the hard thin thorns that finely fare. 
O God Delilah shore not hair by hair ! 
I said, " Thou wilt not send me from Thine hills 
Thy streams to brain and heart ; these weary mills 
Have ground enough the pitifiil chaff of care !" 
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Lo, then the brazen bulk of m3rstery, 
The infinite, for God is globed therein, 
Was heaved on me, I know not for what sin. 
*' Yea, this were lighter with no God," said I, 
"And any tomb-lid feather-light ! To die 
Is life's one want, which I go nigh to win !" 

Do I stand clear, or was this I so marred ? 

For surely I bore all things day and night ! 

And all things are one question, little light : 
The sign of answer, God, of gaining hard ; 
The answer dwells with Death, the bolts are barred, 

Which only Death shall thunder back aright 

And I a boy was set to waste at this ! 

Know, seeking God ye need have help of Death ! 

And seeking Death, God help you, one man saith, 
Whom Fate bade loose this sternest door that is. 
And laughed to see the soft boy-fingers miss ; 

Now breathing will he love the things of breath ! 

3 
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For unto me God is not as to you I 

Ye seem to know him, are his .ways so plain ? 
He bums the world up like an incense-grain I 

All years are not one breath of him breathed through 1 

Ye are full swift to know him as ye do ! 

Who judge him by one breath, but I refrain. 

Ye know his ways forsooth since days began ! 
And then ? And of his speeches have ye heard 
More than his lightest breath's weight of a word ? 

With which his awful mind ye surely span ! 

For me I stand aloof, and many a man ! 
And Death revealeth slowly which have erred. 

Though not vain be all our little creed. 

And litde truth suffice the little life, 

And save a little soul a little strife, 
I know of souls not any church can feed, 
God save such as by fire of all their need 

No dogmas soothe, whereof ye are so rife. 
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The slender drops suffice to your desire \ 
Until Death plunge me in the utter sea 
I am not cooled with truth enough for me, 

Perchance for that my Fate was a great liar ; 

Six years he led me through the red Hell-fire, 

Laughing: ''We near the springs where thou 
would'st be." 



So one stood gazing with a bitter word, 

(God give him leave, and never give one more 
Such boyhood as the boyhood that one bore); 
— Her fej white wings he doubted if he heard 
Fanning the night, where fej the lightning-bird 
Pecked down the loosened thunder in a roar. 

1872. 
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V 



VIOLET. 

She was quiet as a sister, but the glows 

How they drenched her as I kissed her, — ah the rose 

She was quiet as the tresses that entwine 
On her shoulder in caresses, she on mine. 

I had little time for praising, though a day 
She had breathed me into blazing, hot to say. 

Answer \7reathing breath with speeches, dear breath 

known 
Deep as in her what word reaches ? let alone 1 

Life is stubble to hot Pleasure ; time have we, 

Sin reapt clay, to make its measure, that flame free ? 

Fairer worship is than praying : to him dumb, 
Lest his faith take cold i' the saying, God hath come. 
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So we dwelt I know thereafter, not of two 
Knowing then, for eyewinks waft her still more new. 

Lo the face of her not subtle ye would say, 
And the breath of her, a shuttle soft in play 

Forth and back, a love-net weaving unto me, — 
Only these, the white rest leaving easily. 

So axe sweet for lips and breathing, one should dwell 
Rapt, though silken limbs be wreathing round as well. 

And ye need not other fairness, all the grace 
Of all Psyche bright with bareness hath her face. 

For her face is she as human deepest known ; 
There besides ye have the woman, sweets unshown. 

Lengths of limb, and breadths of curving dreadly-fair, 
Ways beneath the robe sent swerving, all to spare. 

Thus two women with same sweetest light of one, 
Making day and night completest : moon and sun. 

She sun-woman by the feature unafraid. 

Moon-maid by the limbs o' the creature sweet in shade. 
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Thou art twice the sweet that sweetest, one as two, 
Bright to light in each thou meetest two loves new. 

Day-love which is bright and clearer than all streams, 
Night-love which is dark and dearer of her dreams : — 

Purest loves, — thy best of praising one breath tells. 
No man on thy sweet face gazing can love else. 

Best a face as thine can hold us, (may I speak ?) 
From desire of limb to fold us, making weak. 

Wildly had I loved, blaspheming nearly God, 

For I needed, through my dreaming where she trod. 

All the worship any love sends ; in debate 
For the worship man above sends, I found hate. 

Thunder of the wonder, lightning of the love. 
She had broken on me, brightening from above. 

Ah the face of Her past telling, all the night. 
Till she marred the sleep I fell in as the light. 

As a great cloud thunderhearted, filled of flame 
For a blood that sank and started, so Love came ! 
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God wise bore the cloud a woman as I knew 
Whentheroyal flame went looming through and through. 

When on deepen, deepen, deepen, sprang the cloud, 
I was down, what marvel ? heapen and not bowed ! 

So came love, and little holdeth this of God, 
Far away the strong cloud foldeth him and rod. 

So came Love, and He was nowhere ; did he send, 
He, the cloud that Faith might go where Flesh would 
wend. 

He is gone, — ^but so it seemeth ; as in sleep. 

Well one knows, for all he dreameth, mom at deep, 

All i' the house are risen lightly : rise he must. 
I am vexed so, who love rightly, loathing lust. 

For the cloud of her coming felled me : she is high 
Who hath broken down and quelled me, how rise I ? 

— Gain the cloud, whom unto ever though I strove, 
Small, for smiling at, thou never heedest, love ! 
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" Would*st thou have me lower? only, wilt thou see? 
Lower is the cold grave lonely, — come to me !" 

Prone I raged, and heard abysmal echoes fall : 
" Come to me," the nether dismal vault at call. 

Prone I was, and well had perished but for this 
Sweet flower spied, the cloud had cherished, kiss on 
kiss. 

Cloud not cruel plumbing heapwise on my brain, 
Since thy way is slipping sleepwise, soft in rain 

On this flower thou lightest pearlen rich and new. 
Did I know thy flame was furlen up in dew ? 

Flame enough and thunder, pity now of Love, 
I behold, as one in city sees a dove. 

Violet ! oh flower, oh scentful, by my face, 

Unto thee my lips are bent full, one hour's space ! 

For being overcome, my resting well is here. 
But I rouse anon for breasting on and sheer. 
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Here the Cloud is soft, and sheddeth sweet small rain, 
Round my queen-love tempest headeth with no wane. 

On me seeking to her presence, lo a flame ! 

On me with the flower at pleasaunce dew-peace came. 

Child, your face is flowerful, soft set, dear to bend ! 
Yet behold life's love aloft set bids me end ! 

Be the sweet child slumbrous breathing heliotrope 
While a house i' the town is seething, red to cope. 

Wildly have I loved, and wildly love I must, 
Therefore not thy sweet face childly hither trust ! 

For thee flower the way with the blossom, fierce love 

spare. 
One night wert thou dear i' the bosom, then why 

where ? 

For her queen the way with the royal ; far-brought 

loves 
Strew ye here, who would be loyal as behoves. 



42 VIOLET. 

I was hurled, and well for healing have I set 
Lips where best thy breath is stealing, Violet. 

Yet I rouse me, lest I harden and here cease. 
So farewell to thee o' the garden, and thy peace ! 
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IN THE SOUTHERN NIGHT. 

I. 
Lean forth of thy window and love me; life's problem 

is solved to me so, 
For what of the high things above me, and what of the 

deep things below ? 
I look up, beholding thy queen face ; I look down, — 

the flower thou didst throw ! 

II. 
These two flowers, and one's in my breast now ; the 

face-flower shall be there anon ! 
Lean further, and love me thy best now ; thy warm 

arms let lavish upon 
My shoulders, while into my bosom thy whole heavy 

bosom has gone. 



44 IN THE SOUTHERN NIGHT 

III. 
Quick ! who shall begin with the kisses, those flowers 

of thy creeping-flower-breath ? 
With almost a death in their blisses, but all life without 

them is death ; 
Quick ! drown with their audible pulses sad things the 

night sigheth and saith. 

IV. 

Ah, fierce is their petulant dashing : in Eden so fell 

the first shower 1 i j 
Thy face as it rocks to their plashing outlimns me a 

luminous flower. 
That rocks when the rain to its red core dips under 

the mail of the bower. 

V. 

For what to the flower the red core is, thy red lips are 

that to thy face. 
Let them sing of the heart in their stories, the lit lips 

are Love's living-place ! 
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Thy mouth at its kisses, what is it? — thy heart at its 
beatings apace! 

VI. 

^ Is it I that thy living hair-mesh hold ? God does not 

downstrike me, a god ? 
Heaven's wondrous calm crystalline threshold when 

thy shining feet shall have trod. 
Each saint shall look up long, and after look down at 

him^ finding a clod ! 
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TO THE BRONZE GRIFFIN IN THE CAMPO 

SANTO OF PISA. 

A DEMON, thou that with thy hell-hook beak, 
High and defiant, leerest down this old 
Rich Pisan cloister with the hundreds cold ! 

And I would not be first to hear thee speak ! 

battered beast, a mailed man were weak ! 
Thou waitest the one rising of these all ; 
Then wilt thou flap forth from the pedestal, 

Crowing amid the crying throng, to seek 
One lost o' the laid here ; how and if a fair 

Mazed maid that seeks the surely near caress ? 

Ha ! for the haling with cluck pitiless, 
Orgagna's brush prophetic shows us where !* 

1 know thee through, — and let him know who cons, — 
Hollow and cold, thou very sneer in bronze ! 



Orgagna's great fresco of Hell, in the Campo Santo. 
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IN S. STEFANO. 

O ORGAN I could worship thee, 

For thou of all things art to me 

The likest God. From Heaven they say 

He dragged earth-low with creature-clay, 

One night beneath the olives knew 

All fang^d pangs that rake us through. 

All sadnesses that saltly drown, 

And as all burthens held him down. 

In his strange cry was every one. 

Organ, what wrong work have I done 

That thou art voiced with souls of moans 

And delicate agonies of tones 

Which I have sought through hell to tell 

The griefs that clenched their fanghold well, 

The clinging ache of awful love, 

The breathed dark below, above, 



48 IN S. STEFANO, 

Darker for shining ghosts of hope, 

The wayless, heavy, vexing slope 

That some say lifts a Heaven, but lo ! 

No rill of light can overflow. 

So walled is it ! And other some 

Cry : Wherefore speed to gladden dumb 

Jaws of a lurking crater sheer 

Of nothingness, not even fear ? 

Ay, thou hast voice for voiceless fate, 

And hearing I grow desolate 

For dreadful meanings in thy voice ! 

Wilt thou not bid me once rejoice ? 

For in thy pil^d trumpetings, . 

When every pipe to bursting sings, 

And all the roar storms up and goes 

One giant tempest to the close. 

With thunderful chorus of great gods 

In 'such a battle-song, the clods 

Should ray with shafted blossoms new, 

Souled with the chanting through and through ; 
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And souls of men grow on so great, 
Men might not otherwise than wait 
Thrilling, till that great blast be done, 
Lest stirring, soul should overrun 
And lay them dead who only die, 
Or seem to die, deliciously : — 
Why in thy chantings, mighty thing, 
— Angel or god, I know not, — sing 
Of wrath, not triumph, unto me ? 
As though thou wert stupendous sea 
Forth-pouring hugely evermore 
All bitter floods adown blank shore, 
There is but one man on whose slope. 
And he turns questioning for Hope, 
Who loitered more that he besought 
Her hand, but her the quick wave caught. 
As he hath caught the faces all. 
And the one face this man would call 
Flower of his life, for she was fair ! 
How should the blind sea know or care, 
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Who not with kisses did devour; 

And reels with crests that overtower. 

And tears himself with laughter " Ha ! 

There are not many things that are 1" 

So roars the driving music tide 

Against my feet, who, none beside. 

Have lost in that loose flood meseems 

All idols of all work and dreams. 

No world for me most desolate, 

How shall I tell them of my state, 

If I shall see the olden life 

Again, the hard and gay with strife ? 

For now I am the only one 

Stands of the loud world stopped and done ! 

This is the Judgment's morrow-mom 

That wandering blind hath found forlorn, 

Like spar of ship that hath slid down 

Into the deeps by night to drown, 

One man, and that one man am I 

Too strange for an eternity 
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Of Heaven or Hell, and maddening 

At both that will not take him in. 

Clamouring he hath tasted sin, 

(Hell he deems were heaven to this), 

And crying, " Is there then no bliss 

For one hath prayed and spumed the sense 

That might have worn magnificence ?*' 

And so I madden and I see 

Ghosts of many in degree ; 

And yours for one, — ^you mind the day 

We walked along the real footway, 

Unarmoured to God's vengeance sore 

That young Love's dart might sting us more? 

Hell is heaven unto this land ! 

Mighty sea about the sand 

That is all left of Time's old glass 

And hath but room for me, alas ! 

Take me ! Yea, delicious death ! 

When this breathes well we hold our breath 

To dying. What ! I may not this ? 

4—2 
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I may not have one gasping bliss 
The giant tide's atum, appear 
The safe old ways and wisdoms dear 
And faces, for the strange sea fades 
And glad I see them, — qnly shades ? 
My friend that came to church with me 
A shade ? you fool you, never he ! 
He has survived the blinding rushes 
Of the massive organ gushes^ 
. Billows of base and treble-spray ! 
Draw breath as lightly as ye may. 
For lo 1 they die afar, afar, 
Like angels singing round a star. 

Now draw not any breath at all. 
Unless to pray a praising smalL 
Break not this holy hush, as though 
We listened lightly here below 
To hear the high gold gates clang to 
Above, that let the high God through. 
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The •elevation is at hand ; 
Now the organ pileth bland 
A scale of notes like silver stairs, 
Now strew ye thereupon your prayers 
In flowers to take His feet that strike 
Strange silver, as a diamond spike 
Should graze a loop of silver bells. 
Who deems him lord of lurid Hells, — 
He whose footsteps send a thrill, 
A thrilling tinkle, water-chill. 
Silvery, crystalline, far away, 
A glutinous grazing like, I say, 
The flowing of mid-molten pearl 
Upon the hand, ice-cold, whose swirl 
Wafts somewhat down of splinters keen. 

Oh lute-low breathe, old organ now. 
As thou too prayed with grounded brow, 
And be most sweet in faltering 
For something sweeter still to sing, 



54 IN S. STEFANO, 

Like saints new-lit in Heaven that know- 
Only the faint hymns of below, 
And fret the strange wings that they tell 
In whispers one note that were well I 

1871. 
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IN THE AMPHITHEATRE OF TREVES. 

I LEANT me back, clutched round about with vines, 

Let eyelids droop and dreamed a moil of old 

Within that stoniness, that as a cold 
And prayer-proof fate hath alL The lines 
Grew livid with all evil face that shines. 

And lurid with all brutal blood ablaze ; 

For driving dust two athletes coil, a maze 
Of tugging thews, tight sinews, starting spines ; 

A roar and light take all the benches : " See, 
The knife works in his heart, and yet he grips 1" 

I woke, and heard the low wind lispingly 
Take all the benches, but in midst with lips 

Wet-warm, two harebells lithe with droppings twined. 

And kissed. ^* The good old times I" I sighed, re- 
clined 

187a 
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A THOUGHT OF ROME. 

And yet I have not known a fairer hour 

Than came in blue upon the precious hills : 

Her breast was full upon the Pincian ! 

Nay, but I would that I were leaning still 

Against the central terrace toward the dome, 

The dome that sucketh souls up in abyss. 

Whoever stands thereunder : hear them cry, 

Raving far off: " There clingethhalf my soul, 

Most fain I am to seek it ere I die !" 

And then the noon passed singing, loth to pass, 

Of such a car so infinitely belled, 

I have the echoes yet thereof for you. , 

Plunged first the dull gun of the Quirinal, 

And plumbed firom hill to hill with carelessness 

For every hill an empire-tumulus. 

But where that foot fell, sprang a spurt of bells, 
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A stabbing jet of memories trodden up 

O' the leaden foot, from memory-soaken earth, 

And fell, and fled, and heaved, and sprang again, 

Until the city was a furious pool. 

Whereto her floods not yet full-wailed were thin, 

A cup of madness miserably sweet ! 

A cup, for when the high near clangour fell, 

Round ran the far peals like a hurry of fire. 

Until the roar was as the very God 

Sent tense a grazing finger round the rim 

Farbuilden of the many-mingled cup, 

That sang no worse for venom vile therein : 

So sang intense, I yearned : "Wilt split the cup? 

Cease then thy finger, bruising not a day 

That is too much a maiden for thy wrath !" 

Then slowly left the bells some air to breathe. 

Slow ventured back the stillness to her couch. 

The palm told on serene her Eastern tale, 

And under fell the fountains, saying : " Hush 1" 

October, 1871. 
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THE POMPEIANS. 

We were Pompeians ten, 
And the bright sea-ways knew us well, 
For toughest bark and hearts that ere 
Went hurling on with scanty care, 
If waves shot underboard or fell 
In thunder, felling mast and men. 
For very joy of it we went, 
For joy to see the huge storm spent 
Sulk off and drink the wave afar. 
For strength to shatter and send down 
This shipling pert that would not drown. 
And moped not when there snapped a spar. 
Six years we wandered — merry ones ! 
Then, hand upon the mast, I spoke : — 
What say you, comrades ? How life runs 
These half a dozen years may tell. 
If years they be, not breaths of smoke ; 
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After the harsh sea wives are well, 

Our white wives, and 'twere sweet to press 

True bosoms, long enough are we 

On fickle-breathing breasts of sea. 

Is this no pleasure, — when the lee 

Receives the spent storm's feebleness. 

And decks are drying, shines the mast, — 

To lightly droop and rise on breast 

Of sloped foam-fields downseething fast. 

Most white ? — ^Why such shall be the rest 

Upon the wife's white bosom, all ' . 

This firet on waves fantastical. 

Forgotten in that rise and fall. 

But had we lived the waking doze 

Of summer-lapt Pompei town, 

These years, we had grown old, who knows ? 

Now unto wives we sailors brown 

Have grown, — ^not old and gods no more, 

But new, and grand still to adore ! — 

And all applauded me. 

And homeward yearned the arms of oar. 



6o THE POMPEIANS. 

. Then swept the sea and slid the land, 
As through the fingers of a hand 
That bore them back, we shot by day. 
But at the night the low east moon 
Downfloated a silver cord of ray. 
That brightly caught the curled stems' loop 
And pulled us swift as through a swoon. 
And they that slept deserved no dreams. 
So sweet it was in our long swoop 
To catch the pit-scowls and crest-gleams. 
And headlands huge came fumbling out. 
And lay to sleep when day came on, 
On foam-pillows swelled up about. 
But ever when the night was full. 
They prowled toward us, brooding wrath. 
Churning the checked sea white as wool. 
In cumbrous haste to break our path. 
Vain ! for we slipped on the slipping wave, 
And they, that would not have us know 
Their rock-fangs ached to scoop a grave. 
Pretended sleep when the East *gan glow ; 
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Ah, but we caught sunk eyes of cave, 

Like eyes of sculls, upon us so I 

Thus drew we through the flame-like hiss 

Of that long sea, and with no toil 

The sword-like ship cut coil by coil 

Of the emerald-scalbd dragon-deep 

That whirled up heavy heap by heap, 

But lightly all this did we foil. 

And shore as though we did but kiss. 

And the sail's white breast heaved on for joy, 

And all the ropes sang wild i' the blast, 

Catching the weird song we employ. 

Tugging them till the sail be fast, 

And the flag's red tongue forgot the coy 

Faint lifting by a polished mast, 

And flapped out ; " Italy at last !" 

Ay ! like an old sea out of use, 

Too mighty for us little men, 

And so whole-paralyzed of Zeus, 

The mountains now full keen to ken, 

Lifted the long roll of snowed tips. 
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Oh tough, Titanic, were the ships 

To cleave those crests ! Oh deadly sweet 

That tranced main moonlit did greet, 

There waiting for the end of all, 

To stir, slide, sweep majestical I 

But on the seventh night the wind 

Flat fell, and died on a flattened sea ; 

I cried : — ^The morrow for the oar ; 

I never saw such peace before ! 

What will ye lash the sea to aid. 

That well hath aided, and is laid 

In slabs of sapphire fresh to be, 

When some new breeze shall have a mind 

To write his mystic meanings free, 

I pray you let it be ! 

For the marvellous moon is everywhere : 

She would madden us in white despair. 

If we her trancing pale should dare 

To break with oar-creak or harsh plash. 

Seeing she bums with a queenly stare 

Yon flaw where a thoughtless fish leapt rash. 
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I pray you then beware ! 

For this is a night of nights most rare ! — 

O sweet slow night of utter peace, 

Had thy blue brooding leave to cease ? 

Behold, most hideous of days 

Revelled where lay thy maiden grace, 

A fiend-day and a harlot-night 

Of ashes wrought volcano-bom, 

Together on the couch where light 

Thou dreamedst of a pure white morn. 

All night we drifted through the scent : — 

You had thought we lay on a garden-lawn, 

And as in dusky-woven bower. 

Breathing the breath of a hidden flower. 

You guess her lurking-place, I spent 

A lazy hour of wonderment. 

Of heapbd roses was the scent. 

— Lo now, — at last I cried, — These be 

The Poestum roses warm and wet. 

The temples, see, with all sails set, 

Rise glimmering through the darkness hoar. — 
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Oh ros^d ruins, if I forget ! 
So passed .the night ; a low breeze bore 
Her ghost away of mist by shore, 
And pushed us past a masted port, 

And saw us through the S)nren isles. — 

• 

Ulysses, how he need have laughed. 

The myriad-minded, when the wiles 

His crew of lusty blunderers sought, 

The while the song's low flow he quaffed. 

But as we wove the talk of him. 

We leaned swift round the headland grim, 

And lo ! the dear old azure bay 

With open arms of mountain-ridge, 

Awake for us ; oh like a midge 

Flitted the bark until we lay 

Becalmed there at a bidding stern 

Of high Capraea ; we must learn 

Forsooth, not pass thus lightly by 

The grand old fool's stiff dignity ! 

Nor did we row, who were so near 

That we could catch our white walls clear, 
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Rather we would to sail in sheer, 

Free for a running clamour of cheer ! 

Then Tenax cried : — Now who shall say 

What hath Vesuvius to-day ? 

It cannot be they know we come, 

(For so the dead have not been dumb). 

And fire a welcome on the peak, 

If this be so I pray you speak ! 

Not much of marvel than none spoke. 

Struck blind and breathless all. There broke 

I tell you such a howl of flame 

That round all ghastlied in a game, 

Nothing was anywhere the same. 

And the day paled and swooned, small blame. 

And blackened in the devilish choke 

Of that tight mist that poured on us ; 

Far through where we had seen the mount 

Stabbed whitening fireblades furious. 

And as if earth were no account 

Lit ashes fell in settled beat, 

5 
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And rose like water to the knee^ 

And round us hissed the waking sea, 

The deck lit up about our feet, 

Ye cruel gods the heat I 

We stamped the flame, we clutched the oars> 

We lashed the crusted sea about 

Till all the deck we could not doubt 

Was wet about our horrible sores. 

And yonder rose and fell the glow 

Of powdery flame as a fount of snow, 

And after was white bubbling slow, 

And a river of fire began to flow, 

Which seemed as from the mouth of Hell, 

Hell's tongue lolled forth to mock and tell : 

— ^And so ye sought you other lands. 

Saying : For here Pompei stands 

Beneath a headless mount and black, 

And other mountains are at back, 

In face monotonous sea, no bribe 

Shall make to cease her woman-song, 

And wake in chorus windy strong, 



k 
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This is not beautiful for long ! 

And so ye went, hard-heeded though, 

Seeking a fairer land, and failed, 

And now ye think, unvisioned so, 

To. sail in gay as forth ye sailed. 

And grace your town, who could not trust 

That she was beautiful, but must 

Have other proof than the sun's long stare 

By day and day \ she was so fair. 

Which ye shall own awhile to me I — 

Ay ! such the meaning, and should be 

The first words of that monstrous tongue 

That spoke not ytt^ but licked away 

Our fair town there beneath at play. — 

Gods, how it grew on us ! We flung 

High arms, and yelled : — Pompei bums ! 

And one stark figure overturns 

Hard-laughing, loud into the wave. 

The ashes close up on his grave. 

And ragged in the crimson mist 

I see the lifted hair and fist ; 

5—2 
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And grimly grate the voices hoarse 

As the very mount, for who would breathe 

Must breathe lit ashes in pefforte ; 

I hear them, racked with all that rust, 

Like dead men crying through their dust, 

I hear my voice fling in to seethe 

In that great clamour on the gods ; 

And what we cry makes little odds, 

For the gods have done their very worst. 

If gods there are can bring such work I 

All bmns in yonder burning murk. 

All bums ! again the vulture-thought 

Split sheer the substance of my soul 

That shattered grew o' the instant whole, 

As grew the liver pecked of him, 

Prometheus, of a fate as grim. 

Fierce fell I to the deck, and lay 

By dead with grins half burnt away. 

And sought for flame, and found it too, 

To quench this thought that charred me through. 
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As if in bread I felt teeth meet 
In burning rope, and it was sweet, 
I clenched the ashes, spurting heat 
Like water through my finger-flames. 
And then I heard my angry knife 
Go grating in to cut the life, 
Somewhere about the breast, and all 
Fell hushened, save I heard Her call 
Just now and then in voice content. 
Unknowing, call the dear old names, 
Call, cry, then swiftly sing them. Flames 
Took them, and swung them to a whirl, 
Still whirly, whirly ; in that swirl 
All things just whirled awhile and went. 



1871. 
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TO A LAD!^. 
(with verses.) 

Three months are scant allowance for forgetting 

Three such days as now three months are fled. 
Nor am I weary, lady, quite of letting 

Many flocks of fancies forth to tread 
The green paths of the marvellous Swiss valley ; 

Still they find, who oft have wandered there 
Much pasture and blown hedges,, and they dally 

By the paths not yet worn wild and bare, 
Because you see they step so very lightly, ' 

Flocks of thoughts do. Let us hope not one 
Black sheep is of them, making all unsightly I 

I, their shepherd, sitting in the sim 
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On moss-mild bank in proper pastoral fashion. 

Tune the pipe and loosen to the gale 
A strain not dense with art nor quick with passion : — 

Will you hear the tale ? 

Naples, 1 871, 
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A PICTURE OF PSYCHE, 

So like, so like that scarcely dare I look I 

Why this is she for face and limb and tress. 

Burning the dark with a lithe nakedness^ 

A curdled foam upon a dusky brook. 

Only the happy painter not much shook^ 

Flashing the sweet sweep of the majesty 

And this is strange,^ for only gazing, I 

]^le not the blood- Then tell me whence he took 

That queen for shape ? Oh, what a dream he had ! 

And I in dreams have seen tiiat woman there, 

Not fair as now I know she could be fair. 

But praying mostly, all the whiteness clad. 

He lived, the painter lived, and saw her bare ? 

Why those two shoulders naked made you mad I 

June, 1 871. 
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WEDDED AWAY. 

(dreamt of my life ten years hence.) 

When that I stood up in my singing place 
Stood up the love that I had wrenched below, 
(And prone we clung and peace was only so), 

The love stood up and smote me in the face, 

Mocking : How that my sweet had all the grace 
. Nor God was glad with so much to bestow 
As should withhold me graceless that I go 

And kneel before her for a little space. . 

I said : Would God had grace to curdle thee ! 
I laughed : Ay, grace is scant, for sooth to tell 
I think we are most utterly in Hell ! 

— This is the cheer between my love and me 

All days and nights, blind night and blinding day: — 
She is dead and wed, I know not, — hide her away ! 

February, 1872. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

(m. E. T. — DIED FEBRUARY 28tH, 1871.) 

Little one, 
And will you never, never speak again ? 
And is there to be nothing of you then ? 
And all our life to run ? 

Nineteen, and dead, and dead. 
This thing to me each minute more and more 
Is as I had not heard of it before ; 

And the word comes as lead ! 

The dull, blind, heavy, grim. 
Word worst that comes and dumbly stuns, 
And beats the beating of Hope's minute guns 

Urgent with horrors dim. 
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I saw you all last night, 
And I should have blasphemed to see you so, 
Had you been of some women that I know, 

Whose life is all their light. 



You lie afar^ but dream 
Greatens with' grey vague haze to make 
Far things as near. But when I wake 

These things not only seem. 



But through time's veil I see 
Your face no whit less well than they through tears. 
Who watch you now with counting of your years : — 

This is Death's rosary. 



And might not well be less. 
Seeing of decades are not rightly two, 
They count it : may it save the soul of you, 

I cursed, need one to bless ! 
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But if they watch you well, 
You need be hard, soft little face, to keep 
Your blue eyes locked, your white hands locked. 
They weep ! 

Your lips must part to tell, 

If only in one word. 
That this your silence is of peace, for they. 
They were in Heaven if yet in yesterday : 

Now say God has not erred I 

Or come you back and smile. 
Saying : " God hath erred, seeing there are twain 
Who now have Heaven; which only one did gain ; 

Therefore I live awhile." 

So now your lips will part. 
There seems a light flush growing in your cheek. 
Now wherefore being straight about to speak,— 

What stirs upon your heart ? 
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O little one you hold 
The greatest secret, and you hold it well, 
With mouth demure, much fearing lest you tell 

The secret new and old. 



Afraid to stir the lip 
For the marvellous great secret fills you quite, 
And opening the pretty lips you might 

Not help to let it slip. 



We will learn of your face 
Of these things broad to you and blind to us ! 
Now by Death's lanthom blanching your brow thus. 

Give us we pray this grace ! 



And by the pure soft play 
O' the old young smile that Death has missed to mar, 
For all he trapped it with the finger-bar 

That shut the breath away. 



^ 
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You face that I defy 
Even another woman quite to hate, 
So sweet you are, so bitter is the Fate 

That bids put forth and by. 



No face to rave about, 
The brow be wreathen soft with quiet rhymes, 
The eyes to deepen hush of quiet times. 

And look down rising doubt. 



And we have learnt of it 
These things : — that we have never seen before 
How rich it is of sweetness and soft store 

Of smiles and frowns to flit 



Lo, we have found them hid 
In dimple-work of cherub finger-tip. 
All wasted! lo, the last smile on the lipl 

No frown may shade the lid. 
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But how to deem of this ? 
O plucked white-blossom-face, you should be strange 
Of fading, strangely is she turned with change 

From any word or kiss. 



Child, do we dream or trust 
That this is you that leave the wise behind, 
Brushing the Hght small lore of all mankind 

Forth from your feet in idust. 



Also a small soft sigh 
Loosed unto you these things the world with vain 
Sighing of all men sorroweth to gain, 

Nor less the days go by. 



The giants among minds 
Heap hotly hoards of wisdom each on each 
And call them huge, exulting : " Soon we reach 

To God," but boasting blmds. 
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Of Titans old they say 
They thought reach God by mount on mount up- 
reared, 
Wrought well> but crying : Lo the throne is nearedl 

Hades they neared that day. 

Great works made goodly tomb 
For boasting, and the giants lay in hell. 
Let wise men read the clden warning well : 

Storm circles, circles doom. 

Therefore not all our pile 
Of painfully dug knowledge-dust shall vail 
These sudden cruel heights of you to scale : — 

Well if it wake your smile I 

Ay very well for love 
As their love, ruinrent of heart and wing 1 
I know not if she will afford to sing 

Ever, unless above. 
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There was a winter blast 
And drave a bough right upward and a nest ; 
But for the dove therein that deemed her blest, 

Stonewise she was forth cast 

But let the torn dove stir 
The wistful Wings and mount : she shall not fail I 
How if midway the Dove of God should sail 

Earthward, with help for her? 

Yea soon shall Love be sped 
Beyond the fail of knowledge to your heart, 
Nor shall they say that you are far apart. 

Being comforted. 

Naples, 1871. 
March. 
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ATYS. 



I. 



Upon a carven couch wrought wondrously 

That through a darkness mellowed of the lamp 

Heaved high a purple mount of draperie 

Fair-flecked with fiery clouds of woven gold, 

Lay stretched King Croesus sleeping dreamful sleep. 

And by him filed the hours funereal, 

For waft of whose sad soundless robes, the lamp 

Rose now, now. fell, and struggled for bright life ; 

But Croesus slept until the hour was come 

When horror shook his heart and poured the blood 

Crushing around his brain. For all above 

The purple couch a high shape loomed in dream ; 

Huge as a tower, white-raimented, with eyes 

Aglare right through that misty veil of his : 
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(So shine wild cressets through the altar-smoke 
In Venus Temple). And an outstretched arm 
Like scathed jag of pine that lit with snow 
Starts starkly forth athwart a black crevasse; 
And all adown his bulk the ashy robe 
Went swaying strangely, stirred with wind from Hell. 
So loomed he, what to him that Croesus shook ? 
Ay mightily, the mighty King of Lydia ! 
For all the gold that filmed his coverlet, 
Despite the gold that crushed the gold, to bulge 
The dusky paunches of the monstrous sacks 
And tawny oakwork of the clampbd chests. 
Natheless that spectre rent the night with words : 
" Lo king I tell thee Atys perisheth. 
For fang of iron spear shall gnaw the roots 
Of life ! Thou heed me well !" With that once more 
The darkness flowed where he had been, but huge 
In Croesus brain rocked fifty shapes of him ; 
Yea Croesus saw him glaring, as by sea 
When dawn breaks ghastlily the shipman doomed 

6—2 
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Beholds through whirly drifts of stinging rain 
An eyhd sea-tower, great, and white, and calm, 
Though all around him shock swart hills of sea, 
And the blast splits shrieking on him, but no hc^, 
He beacons, only Ruin without end ! 

IL 

And Croesus hastened on the nuptial day 

Of this lost Atys, whom he bridled back 

From every bush that might have low alurk 

The fate he dared not tell to him was doomed, 

Lest that his life be bitter as his death, — 

Not only slain but goaded of the spear. 

But forceless he of all his .gold to shape 

A shield against the biting of the dart ! 

Oh man will rage with little laughable hand ] 

To hold away the ponderous arm of Fate ! 

And all the cruel delicate-shaften spears 

Were lifted carefully as sleeping snakes 

Thence where they froze on chamber-walls of men, 
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And the mild maidens with the dancing lamps 
Saw lithe light running down such hangings drear. — 
Then came Adrastus. 

Lo one winter night, 
The earth in white ran like a wildered ghost 
Through ways of darkness chequered and of snow. 
Well-nigh the air was solid for the swift 
Flake-people, merry outcasts all of heaven ; 
Within was feast of loudness like the storm 
That sieged the palace with a roar and wail : — 
A wail that suddenly was human, sure ! 
And they that heard laughed loud so not to hear. 
Would have it seem they but with laughter shook ; 
And the stiff gates fell shuddering apart 
For one that raged to wrest him from the grip 
Of that great blast which followed wailing on. 
And seemed to loose him that the king was there. 
And blindly passed he down the hall and shed 
About him snow and clinking scales of ice, 
Shed too an icy dumbness on them all. 
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Ah wretched one who faltered like a bark 
That bruised and wrenched aloose with crooked waves 
Heaves labouring up the glad safe haven where 
Rock moored bright shapes of a thousand beakfed 

barks, 
A bark that bears no cargo but her tale, 
And that's a heavy one, Adrastus knew. 
Who knelt him to the king with eyes to earth, 
So to be ready when earth gape for him, 
And prayed : So mighty be so merciful ; 
For wild am I with goading of a guilt 
That pricks me on to that can make me clean 
As doth the burning gash that spears have lit 
Drive forth the mad deer for the water-course. 
For I have slain a brother. Fell a hush. 
Echo alone, that seemed not quite believe. 
Cried : Slain a brother, brother ! and fell back; 
And he said on: That day, wherein I live. 
Some Fate usurped the soul's seat, and my arm 
He made His sceptre ; I was blithe until 
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I saw him lying with the great surprise 

Upon his face, as we shall have the same. 

I never knew, — I seemed not then to know, — 

Not then when all the voices flared about : 

— You, you, now what a goodly man is this, 

Hath hewn his brother and gapes gay at him ! 

But I fled wailing and the winds woke up, 

And sang at heel the song o' the bloodhound blithe 

By night, by day ; the snow hath grown white fire, 

I then beseech thee wash me off the blood 

That wine o'er-brimming thus hath deepened to ! — 

And Croesus taking whitened him from blood, 

And sent him forth no more to the dim snow. 

And loved him, knowing not. 

III. 

But afterward 
More tidings of more ruin brake on him. 
When black about the white throne did alight 
A burst x>f Mysians spurring on the tongues 
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To gain the breathless goal o' the story done. 

For lo, said they, said each : — Great Croesus, king, 

There is a mighty monster of a boar 

Hath lain the vines as flat as any marsh, 

And made a wasteful winepress for the grapes ; 

There where one lay a restful hour to watch 

Blue grapes like holy eyes leaf-lidden, dear. 

He dashes in an eyewink and they burst 

Like any bubbles one should burst to blow. 

And dost thou know, O king, how poor men watch, 

Whose wealth is frail upon the brittle bough ? 

So evil ploughs have bitten up the roots. 

Great monster of a boar he is, whom we 

By night and day have sweaten to bring down, 

And hurled, and lurked, and charged, and fled, for 

which 
We bore a comrade back or so, at eve. 
But give us of thy fighting-guard a score, 
And any of thy noble court who will ! 
I promise them a roaring sport for gods, — - 



^ 
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To make wood mellow, brimming up the vale : 
— Or ye shall drink a very white wine soon ; 
Already brown old Mother Earth hath swilled 
More than methinks shall quite be well for her. 
Look lest she reel in earthquake with the drink, 
For hardly 2^us knows what is on us next, 
His own curse is too strong for him methinks ! 
And Croesus loved the people and their ways, 
And laughed to see the garb of goodly words 
Slide off to bare the rare rough Mysian; 
And of his fighting-guard he sent two score. 
And any of his noble court who would, 
To save his people, and the wine, the wine ! 
And Atys cried as they went wildly out 
With purple faces : — Ha, the cheery chase ! 
A white stone for the morrow and a spear 
If any shall be found : some prankful god 
To hurl them all by window hath been gay ! 
But when the hall was strange with stillness, said 
King Croesus : — ^We will forth ourself to see 
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The slain beast borne with chanting through the gates 

To-morrow dusk, and thou shalt wait on us. 

Then Atys -.—That I will be there, I think ! 

But Croesus said : — ^This chase is not for thee. 

— ^And not for me, my sire, who now a month 

Have pottered like a rumpled fowl, I swear. 

While all the cocks were in gay battle, ha ! 

Who now a month have counted crow by crow 

Of every cock about, for so the time 

Hath done his pompous rolling ponderously : 

Oh wine for blood, to whom the blood was wine ! 

But think for once as I to death have thought : — 

This wife thou gavest me for love and rest. 

How shall she love me, or I rest with her. 

Who neither earn ? but this is very bad. 

Shall she not think when we are warm together : — 

What man is this, or waxen mould of man ? 

And does he cling that he begins to melt ? 

These arms deep-driven in my foam-like flanks 

Have fading thews forgetful of the spear. 



■% 
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But I love Atys, not wax casts of him ! — 

There Croesus cried : — Alas for thee and me ! — 

And told him every dreadful word of it. 

And Atys laughed to make his father quake, 

Who nothing knew of madness prophesied : — 

My sire I hear it once for all, but thou. 

Oft hast thou heard it, mostly from thyself 

Until the shadow is a very gloom ; 

But to the worst, and hear it once from me. 

And say it many times unto thyself. 

Until the gloom be as a shadow thin 

I SAY : The man that dare not face his fate, 

(And I the writer take a golden pen). 

Him let his fate so scorn, it shall forget 

To wither him, and let him shuffle on 

Happy, (and swine are), till he break with age, 

i wish a man as this no beastlier fate, 

And if a woman love him, ah for her ! 

Why all shall die, and only one by spear ? 

— The battle next that girds the hills with roar, — 
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— Shall all the hinning rack of spears in hiss 

Be vain as limpish blind-worms biting not, 

Or curl like crowns about unruffled locks ? 

I thank the vision both for thee ^d me ! 

Think not he told thee of a fatal spear, 

That rather is no other fatal thing 

!Found unto me ; and shall I flinch the boar? 

Or is he tusked of iron spearfarigs, not 

Of whitest ivory goodly for a bit ? 

Shall terror-widened eyes be sharp to see 

The stealthy shining of one iron inch ? ^ 

Him answered Croesus, little rich of ease : — 

Go ! This is fate, too ! Mad, and maddening all !- 

And called Adrastus, unto whom he'charged 

The lightsome Atys, mindful of the day 

When Croesus lifted murder from his mind, 

And laid the greater burthen of a thanks ; 

And loudly did Adrastus promise all. 
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IV. 

Then brushed they through the glades of greenery, 

A-tingle for the fight, and quickly came 

Upon a path of ruin freshly ploughed 

Sheer through the netted bramble floor ; behold ! 

The fair small leaves that had not danced so long 

Were strange and restless with large loads of blood ! 

And lo, the tatter of a tunic sprent 

With blots of death from writing of a doom ! 

And hurling oaths the foremost leapt to lift 

A useless heap loose-falling, once a man. 

Flesh of the flesh that cried to it and ere 

The grief could close with him, made haste to pray: — 

Thou Zeus whose foot doth push all things "; 

Upon their ways, a boon : — that I avenge 

With ell of spear well driven to the heart 

Of that worst beast, a brother by him torn ! — 

So prayed he in their bate of breath, until 

A sound to make the breath bate of the best ! 

A sound of horrid crushing in the copse, 
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And well if these be bones of only trees, 
And tight roots anchored stubbornly burst up ! 
Then Atys made the leaves leap : — Lo, he comes ! — 
Who came as from a ragged cliff frost-torn, 
A tawny bulk of crag storms down the slopes, 
And leaps with dents of death through flaring vines. 
Through pillared pinewoods and through roaring glens, 
Bursting the tangle, ripping through the briars, 
Raking the lost slope into one white scar 
Of snapped tree stems, and all dust goes up 
In curses : even so the Ruin came ! 
And through their midst the tawny horror* flashed, 
And nigh on forty spears flashed after him ; 
Not half a score to aim, but all the most 
Hummed harmless and ran in among the leaves. 
But he shot anger-blinded on, nor seemed 
The javelin rain sharp-slanting more to heed 
Than crisped leaves of Autumn whispering down. 
And the brown brother of the torn man cursed. 
— What there ! he turns ! he turns ! and everywhere 
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The angry knife ran screaming from the sheath. 
And Atys, mindful of the prophecy, 
Watching the monster tear the ruined slope 
Toward him, thought joying : — Hath he tusk for me. 
Or hath he terror in a clutch to fold 
About me much as wreaths of warm caress ; 
These woods have known caressing ere to-day. 
As I know likewise. Back ! — And like a gleam 
He leapt full on the creaking beast, and drave 
His dagger keenly, and they flashed through foam 
And blood and brambles, down the ruined slope 
Rolling, a maze of monster mad and man. ; 
And heavy fear for him struck on them- all, 
AVhose hearts in their own peril ne'er grew loud. 
Straight, no word loosed, they serried to a charge 
Upon the understrife, and as he plunged, 
Adrastus catching full the monster flank 
Brought bare to him, and knowing himself true 
Of aim, no longer curbed the headlong spear. 
Shrieking for swiftness tore the iron dart. 
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O gods ! he wheels, the boar wheels, pity Zeus ! 
The iron spear, — oh stay the cursed spear ! — 
Breaks through the brow and to the brain, the brain 
Of Atys! 

1870. 
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IN THE QUEEN'S PLEASAUNCES. 

I. 
Oh nightingales, know ye the queen hath commanded, 
Commanded, oh Hsten ! now would I were she ! 
(2^us pardon where she would never I know), 
Were she, so you bubbling grew gritful and sanded 
At the voice of me then, for wood-jays are ye 
To the voice of her now in mine ear still at flow. 

II. 

Happy this ear of mine, painful the tongue is ! 
Would ye not drop through the blind bough in 
stones ? 
Musicless, — all of your rapture sucked sweet, 
Lost, and a nothing in torrent that flung is, 
Dazing and slaying, so flash and stab tones ; 
Twere well for ye so ye could bill at my feet ! 
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III. 

Oh for my queen, nightingales, for the rapture 
Maketh me, maiden that robe her, a queen 
Above queens, save one queen who biddeth this 
moon, 
{So had I her voice were abeady the capture), 
Sweet score of ye dearest, the slumberful green 
To drench of her gardens with dreams night and 
noon. 



IV. 



Will ye drown me then, after my voice with your 
plashing 
Splendid of song, as ye yearned so to hate. 
And only had love in your bosoms by chance, 
Which therefore ye hurl at me ; haply the dashing 
Is hatred, I deem ? nay, I know love of late ! 
Sing roses to slumber, maidens to love-trance ! 
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V. 



Each bird of ye is an incarnate ^^ging, 

Love-throated for sweetness with amorous pipe, 
Hate-wingfed for fierceness with hung dusk of 
plumes, 
Ambushed she lureth me forth for her ringing, 

I near her, down droppeth the Love-voice too ripe, 
The Hate-wing springs, flighting my face in the 
glooms. 



VI. 

Oh cruel, ye graceless, a blush for your fashion 
Of thanking me, shut fi'om the helping of star, 
With a thorn in my foot and a ghost by my face. 
Lost listing your plenteous producing of passion, 
Who came that the snarers keen-creeping not far. 
Should give you, ye graceless, an half-hour of 
grace. 

7—2 
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VII. 

Now cry not nor flutter for clasp of the netting I 
All other wood-voices may cry, never you ! 
They that will hardly spare you o* nights, 
Not you that will hardly spare the forgetting 
Of these in your richer-voiced pleasaunces new, 
Where the queen comes, and only the kiss is that 
bites. 

VIII. 

Yea, but ye are foolish, I tell you, ye dearest, 
The thankless are ever, or sing ye shut-een. 

Unknowing the white breast to foil you the net ? 
Of hearts to my heart shall your hearts be the nearest, 
So safe, ye may sing on our way to the queen. 
So on whiteness of scrolls are sweet messages set ! 

October, 1871. 
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MOUNTAINS. 
(amalfl) 

* * March \st. — We came down to Amalfi to-day for change of air, 
or as G delights to repeat comfortably, * for rest.' " — Diary. 

There is goodly rest methinks, — 

(No blind light blundering through chinks), 

When nightmare makes a slab of stone, 

Wet with worms, too tight for groan. 

Cramming hell into a grave. 

Nor mom hath yet sucked strength to save ! 

Or have ye rest for all your sleep, 

Then when across the chamber creep 

Gay ghastly things that burst in gush 

Of evil sea hands, with a rush 

Swiftly swathing down the face ? 

Or he, in quiet ocean-space 
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That feels the slow sea shake him in 
And into her bosom, and begin 
The cold hands awful on his cheek ; 
And the sea sucks and does not speak ? 
A ship, a cofiin, or a bed, 
Much matters which when ye are dead. 
Sunk and stifled, gulfed and gone, 
Down, and lead, and dead, and done ! 
The smothering mountains were on me so ! 
Oh dull, and imminent, and slow, 
Juggemauths of souls, they come 
Monstrous, and the sea cowers dumb 
Against the sunken wheels of them ! 
Yea stupendously they stem ! 

And the checked sea's very beard 

Ambrosial paleth, as it feared. 

Blanched unvenerable white 

For this nightmare not of night. 

These are the old gods hard and free. 

As had they slung a rock at me, 
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I knew the meaning of them all, 

The monstrous, the majestical. 

The hated and the holy ones. 

That eat and vomit up the suns 

And make the mom and evening. Lo ! 

He beholding, let him know, 

How they lord it let him see, 

Mad with much divinity. 

Gods of rooted rock together. 

But as breath of them all weather ; 

There they lean and lower and lay 

Fast haijds upon the beard o- the bay, 

There they stoop and scowl and see 

The white road worming on their knee ; 

And if of men thereon they know 

They growl in some spread cavern : Lo ! 

ThjS, parasites o' the worm ! 

And woe if they be stained with stain 

O' the wild wine of the southern rain ; 

Then are they gay and the hair of them 

Is mad with multitude of gem ; 
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Leaps a tawny rock to scotch 

The sliding white-worm load they watch. 

Bursts a clubbM crag to split 

The mild sea-mantle, hating it 

Stony Gods, if any speaks 

Shall they stoop their circlet peaks ? 

So little as they care to mock, 

No more, they fret their lips of rock. 

Or pray to them and they shall fling 

Light echoes for your answering. 

These are no Christs nor know of him, 

For all be planted in the grim 

Bosom and stirred grey hair of them 

Flower-churches of the Eastern stem, 

Scented of East, Ravello there, 

Here Concha in the olive hair. 

Nor gracious they nor glorious ; 

No more the days shall find them thus 

Superbly bare, the far-flung limb 

Bright with ardent founts of hymn, 
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The praised with panting perilous praise 

Lest thunder hearten up the lays : — 

These marred old gods made bad with blows, 

Outliving as outhating foes, 

Turned evil for that evil day, 

(Thereto all horrors are as play 

I' the dark of children, without fear,) 

Whereon they met the Titans here 

With full of forces loosened sheer ; 

And need was, for not soon therewith 

They purged the Titans of their pith. 

A terrible gaining you shall hear, 

And all more dearly bought than dear. 

For now they know how Titans hack 

By every seemliness alack. 

Behold here wasteful loppings wild 

And here the mouthed thrust not mild. 

From head to foot no soundness found, 

Lo, not a handbreadth of the sound ! 

These unendurable endure 

For death too mighty and for cure 
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Too manifold of marring, though 
By day beam-fingers soothe them slow 
And every night breaks more and more 
Her alabaster box of store 
Of chaste clear ointment cool, the moon. 
And here they drip the icy blood 
That otherwhere flies full in flood. 
Ay, every wound of them alive ! 
These goodly gods are glad to thrive 
Upon their own old blood they bleed ; 
Surely they should be sour, well-seen 
The blood of them is foul and green ; 
Therefore they have the leper face 
And speeches of as good a grace : — 
When Titans shall uproot may ye 
From graves of valleys swarm to be 
Our" grave-worms, other food till then ! 
Mountains huge make little men. 
And giants all unmarvellous, 
Yea were we dead the bones of us 
Were worse upon the land than thus : 
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We stand, Resistance never dies, 
All death but blindeth of its eyes. 
And who less evil, they that chose 
For fight this land, or for repose ? 
Or we the Gods, or Titans they ? 
For here they sneered to us, and we 
Came down to battle by the sea ; — 
Shall we not fill our boughten field. 
Let shine the slaughter-shining shield, 
And drink of sea and shower, this air 
Is well for wounds, — and wild they were ! 
Or shall we shuffle for you, say, 
Who prick on slow a worn of way 
To vex ? So ye had looked upon 
The Titan pricking Titan on ! 
Look to it men o' the mountain world ! 
This world is we of large limbs furled. 
And ye are on us, therefore be 
As being not, or this shall ye ! 
For thunder comes to us for words. 
For lightnings are oiu: message-birds, 
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Your stepping shall be reverent here, 
Or into hell ye step down sheer ! 
So sheer are we : choose or to climb 
Painfully much with aid of time, 
Or fearfully descend with feet 
That stab when not betrayal meet. 
So take we tireful toll of toil, 
All-wheres are we and glad to foil^ 
Laughing alow, (lest ye surmise 
And look up doubting all be wise). 
To see you with the desperate hand 
And bent foot anguish if it stand ! 
Most like to little crabs gone mad 
Who doubt the great blue to be Had 
Atop of us be not their free 
Divine right element of sea. 
Nay gain one head and boasting that. 
Cry : Less the mount is now than flat, 
Brought under so, made no account. 
For once a god we men surmount. — 
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Then turning, straight behold a score 
Of gods to be surmounted more ! 
Descend ! who laid hold by his head, 
Thought ye, and shamed him worse than dead, 
Your high foe (likewise over-deep). 
Who proves him as a warrior steep 
Clutched not by head but only helm 
That flies off gripped. — Then overwhelm 
The loose foe flying back agape 
With clear sheer shattering to nape ! 



The mountains so, with little grace ; 
I turn, and love the sweet slow face 
Half sad, half slumbrous, of the sea 
That kisses Poestum shore for me, 
Far, utter, in that baffling bath 
Opal of mist it ever hath. 
O Poestum, little vex they thee, — 
Spread there on spread plains ocean-free,- 
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These urgent mountains. Ah they draw 

To a far ring for the awe. 

O sweet spread land there, living, dead, 

Divine with life and with the shed 

Holiness of high on ^es 

From the high soul death displaces, — 

Who is not mad he must be mute 

Here, half uncaring for his lute : 

But thou life-subtle and death-sad. 

Thou makest us divinely mad. 

How shall we then be mute ? 



Ship-temples in a water-land 
As if in spreaden sail ye stand 
Broad, becalmed, for all the bland 
Bathing of the blithe bloom-spray 
Where breaks the vivid grass all day 
Shall wake no dreaming stir in you. 
The day that strikes blood-red the blue, 
The day that shrivels up the sea 
To bare, and sets the shed land free 




MOUNTAINS III 

In earthquake to a ragged ocean, 
With that agony of motion 
And all rapid hell in tides, 
Shall not rend your high grey sides : 
For immortality is more 
Than hell, and kingliness than roar. 
So shall ye splinter not away, 
- But go down huge and whole and grey ! 
The tearing sea shall tear himself ! — 
Oh hush, the lizard is at play ! 

1871. 
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SPRING SONG. 

Blare wind, flare sun and let the green trees spout 
Like any fountains from the spinning world ! 

Flare sun and of their billowing strike out 

Fine rainbow-tints of blended flowers unfurled ! 



Blare wind and ruffle back the whitened bough 
And pour the wild flakes of the sweeter snow ; 
. We well afford to mock wan winter now, 
Yea, smother us with flakes to melt below 



Along the grass that sets the flats in flame ; 

And set the reeling tree^founts everywhere 
Tossing the fruit-balls in an ardent game ; 

And shake the dearer hail upon the air, 
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From silver throats of swinging thrashes, while 
O rare old earth, thou reelest broadly on 

Along star-blossomed sky-paths many a mile. 
Drunk as a Bacchanal of bouts agone, 

Dmnk of the wine broad-flowing of this spring, 
Great wine that springeth virgin blossoms out, 

Rare wine that in thy vaults for ripening 
Burnt red : above, the ages crept about. 

A great past and a futiure thrice as great 
Are thine free earth, and what a perfect now ! 

Thy very dust, when falls the hand of Fate, 
Shall slide along the golden stars I trow ! 

But man, great mannikin, and whither goest thou ? 

April, 1 87 1. 
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THE LOST EVE. 

Only a very little longer, love ! 

The sun is nearly spent and quite my hope. 

Of all this life can give what have I left ? 

Only my love that had grown vital heat, 

And now is found a furnace worse than hell, 

Enraged by bitter blasts of icy loss. 

Love is not dead, thank God, if hope be found. 

As well say life must end when sets a sun ; 

And better hopeless love than loveless hope ! 

But listen love for just a little while. 

For nowise more will our two voices meet 

In reach of earthly echoes, nor to chime 

In love, nor with harmonious discord throb 

As often in the little quarrellings 

Not much less than our perfect concord sweet, 
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Nor clash in hate as never have thej done. 
For you this is no more than flying shade, 
For me a cloud but Death has leave to pierce, 
And with that dart which makes me prey of his. 
But hear me for a sure slow day to come. 
If not in this, in any after world. 
And when it comes have ready you these words 
To charm the sting firom something like remorse. 
Think then : — He knew of all this light to come. 
Wherein I see the sure shape of his love 
At last, the heavy love, (he said that day). 
He made a charm of gold about my neck, 
(But I for slumber scantly gave him heed.) 
That I might waking feel and find it fair 
And know that it is precious and is mine. 
Love, I have lost my Eden ; I may tread 
A future all of thorns and looking back, 
As they the oldest story tells us of; 
But I am twofold more unblest than they : 
I have no pleasure of the best worst fruit, 

8—2 
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No, nor luxurious luriiigs thereunto. 
But this is sharp and scarcely, to be bome : — 
I have no Eve, I wander out alone. 
This Adam of our pity, — him behold 
Joy-buffeted to buffet back the thorns, 
That they mar not her whiteness, who anear, 
The thistlespikes were as the thistledown. 
His fate by mine was not so pitifid. 
But help to fashion him another fate. 
Adam (I say) was sleeping the first sleep 
Wherein his own great hush God made, and drew 
The splendid lily Eve from human clay. 
But (by our tale) the first white woman-flower 
Lipped close and lidded to the light and heat 
Of consciousness, so showed as calm white buds, 
And Adam waking found a trancfed Eve, 
Found her and loved, for as with you to find 
Meant straight, to love ; for all I may not think 
That all his love, the first of all first loves, 
Was mightier than mine is, surely not I 
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He found her naked, royal, blinding-fair. 

Stretched sweet on poured wan willow-shade ; 

Yea, and the leaves made shift with dipping forth 

To stroke this thing that God might wonder at. 

He found and loved, — the first of all first loves. 

He bent and felt her breathing and her hair 

With asking which were softer of the twain ; 

And sweet it was to heap the wealth of tress. 

And it was sweet to see the breathing lift 

The peacefiil petal of a silken flower ; 

Ah, but her lips were red, and white her feet ! 

I know these things, who have gone mad for them^ 

He had not been so mad to madden, he 

This Adam whom I burthen with my fate. 

His last of joy was guessing her first words ; — 

Nor first nor last were spoken, for the day 

Paled westward, and the shade let gaze the sun 

A little ere he went upon her limbs, 

The leaves went wafting querulous to wake 

And have some word from her, and Adam yearned. 
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But she was cruel with her sweet cold calm, 
And as one evilly charmed she answered him 
Vague answers making mad his fiery words, — 
As listless droppings firom a sweet brimmed cloud 
That has no care, on flame that yearns to her. 
But Adam went a little thence in fear, 
Moaning : This is too perilous delight, 
This hopeless gazing on my helpless sweet ! 
God hardly knows, if these things still be so, 
What I shall grow inflamed to do to her. 
Thine and thine only, sleeping, is this Eve, 
And I must leave this garden that was bliss. 
For I grow near to her again somehow, 
Who knows, may ruin both myself and her. 
Lo now, she draws me, as this gleamy bed 
Of blocked lilies drew me yester-eve. 
Who thinking not to more than stoop for scent. 
Grew so to love their sweets that bathed in blooms, 
I rifled all the bed and left it mean. — 
Swiftly he went, and swiftly kissed the lips, 
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And clothed her with his arms. Then with sad hope 
That God was looking down just then, he stooped 
And laid her back, and went from Paradise. 
I am that Adam, you, love, are that Eve I 
I cannot wake you, and God will not wake ; 
Yourself now wake yourself and know of Love ! 
Of Love, dear, — dreaming still and Love is here ! 
Now wake her. Love with those thy passionate hands ! 
That she may know this sweetest thing thou art. 
And I — why show me not or, wilt thou, vile ! 
Only to wake her : death is weak to thee, ' 
How shouldst thou fail before a thread of sleep ? 
My sweet, farewell to Paradise and you 
The snowy core of Love's rich garden-deeps ! 
You cannot love ; is this so strange, and true ? 
Thing strange and deadly as a limb at fault 
In the dear perfect body of you love. 
And yet, no fault but fate \ God metes the time. 
Slow soil, sure flower, and hastening we kill. 
Or draw a vapid bloom from weakened root 
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You do not love me yet, though soft you said : — 
Take me, for to be loved is very sweet ! — 
Some souls have not this greatest faculty. 
But all I deem, and surely yours, in end 
Shall have it, if in distant lives undreamed. 
This is God's finishing-touch, whose faintest work 
Is perfect, or time-fed perfection grows. 
All souls shall have this gift to give of Love, 
And deeds done, ay and lives lived therebefore. 
Are fighter than is haze before the moon ! 
But now I go. One kiss to help me on ! 
And now my arms about you, little love. 
To make them strong for bearing burthens well ! 
Good-bye, dear, — in another life perhaps ! 

Naples, 1871. 
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THREE NIGHTS AFTER. 

I HAVE enough to do with loving her, 
There is no space for seeking if she care : — 
And so, is yet a hope found anywhere ? 
And not so, what care T, who have to slur ^ 
All other cares to care with speed and spur, 
For only her enough that life I bear ? 



I cannot get beyond your sleep-soft face, 
And lips that God makes curse me every day 
With loveliest laughter-feathered words they say ! 
Now either God or you must give me grace, 
Or I go mad, my darling, in this place ! 
O God, and wilt thou never take her away ? 
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Now look you here, — ^you ever look at me, 
Will you not see how I am wild with you ? 
Have you, I pray, no better thing to do 
Than melt us down with warm ways to the knee, 
(And God's fires fail with some of us, I see), — 
Then forth with that full lazy flower I knew 

And know, and shall know, with that smile of yours. 
And all we kneeling, therewith tickle us 
I' the delicate eye, and all we madden thus ; 
And me no other seen sweet woman cures. 
Well blinded by this blossom that endures. 
That I endure it not is marvellous ! 



After the flower, your dazing snow of breast. 

And silk were sackcloth to the dream it is ! 

God knows I could have killed you with a kiss. 
Wherewith myself being slain then were some rest ; 
Fate does the worst, although God knows the best ! 

— I have not slept from that night unto this. 
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You wafted fan, with shimmering the glove, 

And looked : * Nay, you may madden, if you 

please !* 
Cooed from your gentle pure round throat at 
ease; 
Ay, but you preyed on me, you strangest dove ! 
Two words of yours were terrible, my love ! 
I think that I knew nothing until these ! 



I need not sleep, they softly feed with dreams ; 

I need not wake, they are full fair through sleep ; 

I need not anything but clasp and keep : — 
I am most happy without hope meseems. 
Those words of summer, and that throat of gleams, - 

I could not hear hope call with light aleap ! 



Those words of pretty pity, O my sweet ! 
The lisping, soft as leaves of lotus heard. 
The mocking made by sleepy-breasted bird. 
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The smile as when slow sun and roses meet ! 
I need all night the two words to repeat, — 
So sick am I of any other word ! 
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CAROL. 

(the GREENE CHRISTMASS.) 
I. 

God reste you branche, and racke and breaste ! 
He sende you slumber righte 1 

God sifte about you, heart and tree, 

Softe, small snowe most sleepfiillie, 
God ease you cloude of snowe to reste, 
And faire Christe come to-nighte ! 
Mary, what is with the worlde ? 

Childe, did wilde windes cease ? 
By thy sleep in mangere curled, 

Now let us sing in peace I 

We heare the huddlinge boughs for griefe, 
Or somethinge doth affiighte, 
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As were the lowe lighte from the house 

Whence pale men watche a dead man's browes, 
Or stealthie lanthome of a thiefe : 

Doth Christe come so to-nighte ? 
Mary, what is with the worlde ? 

Childe, did murther cease ? 
By sworde sheathen, and fiagge furled, 

Now let us sing in peace ! 

III. 

We see the ript cloude raginge through 
The shallowes of the lighte ; 
He trampleth at the wincinge moon ; 
Fair fieldes, God wot, for angells' shoon ! 
Angells sang in the still blue, 

How should Christe come to-nighte ? 
Mary, what is with the worlde ? 
Childe, did darknesse cease ? 
the glooms to hell-warde hurled, 
Now let us sing in peace ! 
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IV. 

I heare my hearte beat to my songe, 
This wail of wearie plighte, 

— No songe of angells : — This is vaine, 

Ye listen for that sodden straine, 
This Christmass nighte is wried and wronge, 

Christe will not come to-nighte. 
Mary, wrath is with the worlde ! 

Childe, my songe must cease ! 
By thy red robe and necke pearled, 

Now sende thy singers peace ! 

Christmas-Night, 
1871. 



THE END. 
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country. As the preparation of the work has been so costly and slow, it is never Ukelg 
to decrecue in vame. 

<f)rquiij(te ^mtaturetf wcSi iHuminotianij. 
"GOLDEN VERSES FROM THE NEW TESTAMENT." 

With 50 Illuminations and Miniatures from celebrated Missals and 
Books of Hours of the 14th and 15th Centuries, in Grold and Colours. 
The Text very beautifully printed in Letters of Gk)ld on fine Ivory 
Paper. 4to, m a handsome cloth case, with edlk ribbons, sos. ; or 
bound in a volume, morocco, gilt edges, £^ 5s. 

ALBERT DURER'S "LITTLE PASSION," as En^ved 

by the distinguished Artist in 1509-10 ; consisting of 37 inimitable 
Designs upon Wood. With a Survey of Durer*s Works by W. C. 
Prime. Eoyal 4to. The Illustrations in exquisite facsimile, emble- 
matic binding, 25s. 

•«* Only 100 copies of this beautiful book were printed, 

BRUNET'S MANUEL DU UBRAIRE, s vols, royal 8vo, 

half morocco, top edge gilt, 25s. only. 

John Camden Hottbn, 74 and 75, Piccadilly, London. 



Very Important New Books. 



CURIOSITIES OF LONDON. Exhibitiop the moat Rare 
and Bemoikftble Objeots of In-terest in tiie Ii^txopolia ; with nearly 
Sill? Yewa' Fetaonal Beoollecticina. B7 JoKN TlUBS, "FMA. 
New Edition, Corrected and Enlarged, 31s. 

■«* *'A matvaluabla'tvidiTitvntting *wh, and a nunt i^f w^ormatioti laaUtiht 
deiire any parliaiiart about Londint, pott and prttnt. IteoHiainMnrarlj/ 1,000 eiotafy 
prinUdpoffrt" 




<w Cbdidh in Obumim, 



, LOIIDOII CHARACTERS: The Humour, Pathos, ami 

recvUariiies of London Life. Br Hbnby Mathbw (Aathor of 
" London Labour and the London Po(» ") and other Writers, With 
DpwBrda of 70 Characteriatia lUiiatEationa of London Life. Crown 
8yo, 480 pages, js, 6d, 

KHIOHTS (Charles) PICTORIAL HISTORY OF LOIIDOII, 

Ancient and Xodem. With nearly too EngraTings of BnildinB^, 
A^tiqaitiee, Coatnnies, Bemarkable Characters, Cimodties, ±0,, io. 
6 Tola., imp. Sro, bound in 3, cloth neat, 35s. 

*.• TV usU dtligli^U loch nxr wriUm abmit Old and Vaitm ZonioK. It 

itapt^tctMKqfiifpttmaHof, and iilauidlt in r'irgSnsUikLiliran. JflaiktiiA 
Jhm iitpoinl if cli^nujj otoiH, Ma «r£ ia a jmfitt auirHl. totU<Aiimg « it ioK 



John Camdbn Hottbh, 74 amb 75, Picoadhat, Lomxiir. 



Very Important New Books. 




THE HISTORY OF ADVERTISING, in all Ages and Goun- 

tries. A Companion to the "HisTOBT OP SiGNBOABDS." With many 
yery amusing Anecdotes and Examples of Successful Adyertisers. 
By Messrs. LabwoOd and Hotten. lln preparation, 

■I ■ ■ - I - I ■ — — » — - ■ I - 

MARY MOLLIS: A Romance of the Days of Charles ISr 

and William Prince of Orange. From the Dutch of H. J. Schimmel» 
"the Sir Walter Scott of Holland." 3 yols., cr. 8yo, £1 iis. 6d. 

♦»• This novel relatet to one of the moet interesting periodt of our higtorjf. It hcu 
created the greatest excitement on the Continent^ where it mtiekly pasied through 
several ediiione. It is now translated from the Dutch wiM the assistance of the 
author. 

New Series of Illustrated Humorous Novels. 

1. THE STORY OF A HONEYMOON, By Chas. H. Ross 

and Ambrose Olabke. With numerous Illustrations, crown. 
8yo, cloth ^t, 6s. 

*«* An inimitable story of the adventures and trouble of a newly-married couple. 
Not v/nlike Mr. Bumand's " Sappy Thoughts." 

2. CENT. PER CENT. : A Story Written upon a Bill 

Stamp. By Blanchabd Jebbold. With numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8yo, cloth gilt, 6s. 

•«♦ A capital novel, " intended not only for City readers, but for all interested 
in money matters.*' — Athen<Bum. 

MELCHIOR GORLES. By Henry Aitchenbib. 3 vols., 

Syo, £1 IIS. 6d. 

•«♦ The New Novell illustraiive of "Mesmeric It^uenee," or whatever else -we 
may choose to term that strange power which some persons exercise over others. 

YANKEE DROLLERIES. Edited by George Augustus 

Sala. Containing Abtemus Wabd, BioiiOw Papers, Orpheus 
C. Kerb, Majob Jack Downing, and Nasbt Papebs. One of 
the Cheapest Books oyer published. New Edition, on toned paper, 
cloth extra, 700 pages, 3s. 6d. 

MORE YANKEE DROLLERIES A Second Series of Cele- 

brated Works by the best American Humorists. Abtemus Ward's 
Tbavels ; Hans Bbbitmann ; Pbopesbob at the Bbeakpast- 
Table ; BiGLOW Papebs, Part n. ; Josh Billings. Introductioii 
by G. A. Sala. Cr. 8yo, 700 pages, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Third Supply of YANKEE DROLLERIES. The best recent 

Works of American Humorists. A. Wabd*s Fenians, Mask 
Twain, Autocbat of t^e Bbeakfast Table, Bbet Habte, 
Innocents Abboad. Introduction by G. A. Sala. Crown 8yo, 700 
pages, cloth extra, 3s. 6d: 
*«* An entirely new gathering qf TransatlaHtic hunu>ur. Fourteen fkoueani 
copies have been sold qf the first and second series. 

John Camdsn Hottsn, 74 and 75, Piccadillt, Londok. 



Very Important New Books. 



QEOBaZ OOLUAH'S HUUOH0173 WOREB. 




BROAD QRINS. My Nightgown 

and St^pera, and olker Humorotu 
Worka, Prose and Poetical, of Qeobob 
CoLMAN the Yojimgtr. Sow first eo^ 
lected, vith Life and Anecdotea of the 
Aathoi, b; Qeoboe B. BvCKStOHI. 
Crown B»o, 500 pages, 7s. 6d. 

Jtirvrt of ffenuiiu aid EngUih Kit and 

'•rfetiitiiU and alvoyr frtth — ifili S« 

\ei edition of George 



farttiM of OM ana tf our 
jmmait, and bankntpl the rft 



Ars 70U Engaged? If so, prcxmie 

ADVICE TO PARTIES ABOUT 

TO MABRT. A Series of Inntrao- 
tiona in Jest and Euneet. By tiie 

Hon. Edoh B0WI.BT. With Humoicma ninstratioiia. Price 3«. 6<I., 

elegantly bonnd. 
*v* B^fbre taJiinff iltg ^' amfidplKnge '* £f «H» to rontiUl Ou lUtU vor-t. JfU it 



ire taJiinff iltg ^' amfidplKnge '* £f «H» to rontiUl Ou lUtU vor-t. J 
iTitot 039iiut l^t-iong iHwrgr, ii will at leatt beftntnd of grtat ami 



SEYMOUR'S SKETCHES. A Companion Volume to 

" Leech' t Pictwrea." The Book of Cockney Sports, Whims, and 
Oddities. Nearly 300 highly omnaiiig UlDatiatioiLB. Oblong 4to, 
a handsome Tolnme, half moToooo, prioe las. 
',• A niinit<iftktfamiKt pictorial BimiMliti,iKiidiKtrtKi>iv*lartUrtf$tari 
. THi toliau ii odwvtb adapttdfir a taiU-baot, and Otpitlim mU doiMlat 



volme it admrattg adig 
i Kitk Oat pmaari^ 



KcUxdid tvoonli lliem ^M> Mi m-ttit nv- 
irdai Kitk Mr. mAmi Ot famott "Pick- 

THE GENIAL SHOWMAN; or, 

idvenhtres with Artenmt Ward, 
and thie Btory of his Life. ^ E. 
P. HiBOSTOM, oompanion of Arte- 
mns Wsid during fba latter'a Ad- 
Tentores. Cheap and popolai 
Edition, or. Sro, iUnatnirUd by 
Br^mton, 7s. 6d. 




Oo^omiorS Soli Latt dig, and acn 
Xooinf MouTOaiiu i imeludiltff e^a^cTM de 
Kh qfArUmm ITonTf f»U It Snglam 

JOEM ClKDIM HOTTIN, 74 AND 7$, FlOOU>IU.T, LONIN»t. 



Very Important New Books. 



Capital Shilling Books. 

BISMARCK : The Story of his Career, told for Popular 

Beading. By Mr. Geo. IBitllen, of the British Moseom. is. 

*«* An admirahle aeeouni of the " Man cf Blood and Iron ; " ffiving numerotu 
very eharaeterittie anecdotes. 

THE CONSCRIPT r^A Story of the French and German 

War of 1813. By MM. Ebckhann-Ohatbian. is. 

*«* TJie only unabridged EngUah translation published. 

WATERLOO. A Story of the War of 1814. By MJtt. 

Esckhann-Chatbian. Tlie only unabridged translation, is. 

KILLED AT SAARBRUCK: An Englishman's Adventures 

dwring the Wa/r. By Edwabd Legge, Correspondent at the Seat 
o4War. Cloth, 2S. 6d. ; paper, is. 

NEVER CAUGHT: The thrilling Narrative of a Blockade 

Runner during the Americwn War. is. 

CHIPS FROM A ROUGH LOG. Amusing Account of a 
Voyage to the Antipodes, is. 

THACKERAY, the Humourist and Man of Letters. A 

story of his Life. By the Author of the " Life of Dickens." is. 

HOWARD PAUL'S New Story Book, Lord BYRON in LOVE. 

&0. IS. 

MYSTERY OF MR. £ DROOD. A delightftd Adaptation. 

By Obfhbus C. Kebb. is. 

POLICEMAN r : His Opinions on War and the Millingtary. 

With Hlostrations by Soden. Cloth, 2s. 6d. ; paper, is. 

*«* Beaders of ThaeJeeray's " Policeman X Ballads " wiU be mueh amsteed wUh tJU 
•* G^ntofff ** of his brother qffleer, *' Policeman Y** 

BIGLOW PAPERS. By J. R. Lowell. The lest cmd 

fullest edition of these Humorous and very Clever Verses, is. 

ORPHEUS 0. KERR {Offioe-Seelierl PAPERS. By E. S. 

Newell. A most mirth-proyoking work. is. 

JOSH BILLINGS: His Booff of Sayings. Exceedingly 

droll, and of world-wide reputation, is. 

VERB VEREKER'S VENGEANCE. By Tom Hood. A de- 

lightful piece of humour. Idiotically illustrated by Bbunton. k 

WIT AND HUMOUR. Verses by O. W. Holmes, Author 

of the '* Autocrat of the Breakfast Table." is. 
John Camden Hottbn, 74 and 75, Piocadillt, Londok* 



Very Important New Books. 



Thh Stasdabd Editiom. 
ROBINSON CRUSOE. Profusely lilastrated by Bendst 
0BIHET. Edited, with a Now Acooout of the Origin □{ Bobinaon 
CrnBoe, by Williaii Lee, Esq. Crown 8yo, ss. 

•,• Thit tdition iianit tptaul artmiion fnti llu /art Hat il if Itf aalg cornel 
(HH that Aot Amu priiited nnc« tit fime of J>^ot. Bv the kindiua of Mr, Xiet a e&pjf 

M« proareH of tiie wtr'k, iiiid a^ t\ute fl^fffr^fukj and hW-ndtn leiaehiUne het% dif- 
to^eriiiTi every recent edition art in thie eaee avoided. Thereit *> U^tig artiti MfaT 



LEGENDS OF SAVAGE LIFE. By James Greenwood, the 

famous Anthoc of " A Night in a WocfchonflB." With 36 immitab^ 
droll niaatratioiiB, diawn and oolonred by ERNEST Gbibbt, the 
Engliah GaBtave Doro. 4to, coloured, js. 6d. ; plain, 5s. 

" A Unncbansfln sort of book. The dravinga bj U. Griast are very power- 
(111 ana eccflntrio."— ffa/anlay Seoieic. ' 

Walk up t Walk up 1 and see the 
COOL'S PARADISE ; with the Many Wonderful Adven- 

tnreB there, bs Been in Qie atrange, Borprising 
FEEF-SHOW OT PROFESSOB WOLLET COBBLE, 
Earoo Shownma theao Fiye-and-Twenty Yeara. 
^.S.-~-llm^^Eelurned if (A* Ferformna not Afpnmd of. PrinaCe Fartia 
ronaj Fichma, aU bBantifnlly Oolonred. 




WE HATCHET-IHROWERS, With Thirty..ii Illmtra- 
tiona, oolonred after the inimitabl; grotesqne Drawings of EltNEn? 
fiBiHBT. 4to, oloth gilt, 7(. dd. ; platsB unoolouied, 51. 
*,* Compriiu tke aifA>>41u ainniiva of Tkm Autitiit llwintrt, Hu BnUi^rt 

Sroit<>fSrMol,llr.OorteT,a^lIungomige. 

JOBH CAKDBN HoTTBK, 74 AND 75, PlOCADIIiI>X, LONDON. 



Very Important New Books. 



WORKS BY BRET HARTE. 

WlDXLT KvOWir FOB THBIB ExQUTSITB PatHOS AKD DsLIOHTFVL HUICOUB. 

0f Blackwood's Ma.gazik'b goes into rapiure* over this Author, andgioe$paff9 
after page to prove that he is a literary star of undoubted hrilliasuig. 

1. LUCK OF ROARING CAMP, and other Stories, By 

Bbet Habtb. Crown 8yo, toned paper, 3s. 6d. ; a paper edition, is. 

♦*♦ 2^ " Saturday Review " devoted three columns to the praise of these maroeU 
urns stories. " Chambers's Journal " gives several pages under the heading, " A New 
TransatUiTttic Genius." The "Spectator" is delighted icith this new author; and 
readers are everywhere asking for his hooks. 

2. THA T HEA THEN OH I NEE, and other Humorous Poems, 

By Bbet Habte. Cloth, very neat, as. 6d. ; paper, is. 6d. 

•»* An entirely new style of humour. Since the publication of these poems in this 
eovmtry, extracts from them have been copied and re-copied into every newspaper through- 
out the country, giving the public an infinity of delight. 

3. SENSATION NOVELS, Condensed by Bret Habte. 

Price 28. 6d.t cloth, neat ; or, in paper, is. 6d. 

^* A most enjoyable book. Mere are the titles of some of the ** Sensation Novels : " 
Sbluta Sbdilia. : by Miss M. £. B-dd*n and Mrs. H-n-y W-d. Fakthtb : 
after the French of Victor Hugo. Tebbkcb Dbuyillb : by Ch-l-s L-v-r. Thb 
DwBLLBB oir THE Thbbshold : by Sir Bd-d L>tt-n B-lw-r. Thb NnmTT-irani 
GuABSSMBir : by Al-z-a-d-r D-m-s. Mb. Midshipmait Bbbbzt, A Naval Officer: 
by Captain M-rry-t, R.N. Gut Heavysxoitb; or, "Bwtibb:" A Mnscolar 
Novel : by the Author of " Sword and Gun." Thb Hauktbd Maw : A Christ- 
mas Story : by Ch-r-s D-c-k-ns. Maby McGillitp : A Southern Novel : after 
Belle Boyd. Miss Mn : by Ch-l-tte Br-nte. No Title : by W-lk-e C-ll-ns. 

4. LOTH AW : or, The Adventures of a Young Gentleman 

in Search of a Religion. By Mr. Benjamins (Bret HwrteJ. Price 
6d. Cnrionsly Illustrated. 

*«* A most mirth-makit^ little volume, headers of a recent popular novel will enjoy 
U with eoTtsiderable relish. It is so droU, so entirely new, that it cannot fail to amuse. 

5. Illustrated Edition of THATWaTHEN CHINEE, and 

Poems. Bv Bbet Habte. With *' That Heathen Chinee ** set to 
Music by Stephen Tuckeb, Author of " Beautiful Isle of the Sea." 
Cloth, very neat, 3s. 6d. 

*«* These are the Illustrations which have so tickled our American cousifu. There's 
a sort of " kick-up-your-heels " delight about them. In a word, they're immense ! 

6. EAST AND WEST. The N&u) Volume' of Verse.~^By 

Bbet Habte, Author of "That Heathen Chinee." Cloth, very 
neat, 2s. 6d. ; or in paper, is. 6d. 

*«* Readers who found pleasure in reading this Author's first books wUl not be 
disappointed with thu new work. 

Companion to Beet Habte's " Heathen Chinee." 

LIULE BREECHES, and other Pieces, Descriptive and 

Pathetic. By Col. John Hat. Cloth, neat, 28, 6d. ; in paper, is. 6d. 
*t* The dramatic Jlre and vigour of these PIKE CO TTNTT BALLADS will startle 
EnaUth readers. The last Unes of the first baUad are simply terrific^— something entirely 
difflerentfrom what any English author would dream qf^ much less put on paper. 

' John Camden Hottbn, 74 and 75, Piccadilly, London. 



Very Important New Books. 



New Book on tkb London PiBKS. 
THE STORr OF THE LONDON PARKS. By Jacob Labwood. 
With nunim^g lUmtraliona, Colotibkd and Plain. Vol. I„ 
Hyde Furk ; Vol- 11., St. James's Park and the Green Park. Piioe 
i8s. the Two Volumes. 




*«' Tiu it a uev and motC inttrtwting vorjt. ghing a eompteU Hulory qf OtMt 
faamritt oni-iif-door rctorti^nxit Ou larUmt period lo iheprttati line. TUfaMtuI, 
the promtnadtt, thg ridft,ikernfievi. and oaer dvplayr in the Farktr from the Hurry 

thi rviff.'* are aU fulljf aioen, together with the erpLfiU of bold hiffhiM^men and On 
dveU of rival lovert, and other appeUantt to the Code of Honwir'. 

SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. By Mrs. S. C. Hali. 

With munerous nioBtntioiia on Steel and Wood, by Danibl 
Macubb, B.A., Joan Oii^ebt.W. Habvei, and G. Ckuizshahz, 
8to, pp. 450, oloth, gilt edgoa, ja. 6d. 
•,* n» of the moit iel^h^t cf thit facoariit AnHUr't morla. At a pictiirt ijf 

" The Irieh Bketchee of this lad; ressmMB Mies Mitthrd'a beaotlM Enelitli 
BkfltcliM in ' Oor Villftge." bat thav 
■nd brigbt,"— aiocl»»rt Haganna. 



e fat more vigop 



DROLLS OF OLD CORNWALL; or, Popular Romances of 

the West of -England. Colleoted and Edited b; Bobebt Hum, 
FiB.S. Neir Popnlftr Edition, coi|^lei« in one vol., nth lUiutai- 
iioDB by Qeobsb Cbtjiebkank. I%ioe 7s. 6d. 




John Oaxdbn Hottki, 74 and 75, FiccADn.LT, Lomdok. 



Very Important New Books. 

WORKS BY MARK TWAIN. 

WaiLi Kkown k» thus Fbub ihd SuisanuL HnsDnE. 



1.— PLEASURE TRIP ON THE CONTINENT OF EUROPE. 

By MiBK TwilN. soo pages, as. ; or in oloth, 3!. 

*.* Twun's Plbabube Tsif ii aiUo usued tn tioa-«a{. form under 
the KtU of 
%—"THE INNOCENTS ABROAD." By Mark Twain. 

TSB VOYAGE OUT. Cloth, neat, fine toned paper, "Supbbiok 
Edition," 3s. 6t(. ; or in paper, la. 

Z.—THE NEW PILGRIM'S PROGRESS. By Mark TwiiN. 

TEE VOYAGE HOME. Clotli, neat, fine toned pupar, "Sbpkkiob 
Edition," 3a. M, ; or in paper, is. 
*." Seaderf who cjpprDNd nf IMs Aulhor'9 quaint ttory tjf " Tht Jumpiug Frog" 
^iltht tiers KeU tatitfigd wi^ the " ffem Fit^nm^t Frograt :" thertiat^en Ttoteork 

i^URLESQUE "AUTOBIOGRAPHY," "FIRST ME- 

DIMVAL BOXANCE" ASD "ON CHILDREN." Bj Uaae 
Twain. 6d. 




6.— THE JUMPING FROG, and other Humorous Sketches. 

By Mask Twain, is. 

'* An inimitablj fanny book.*' — Safbrdojr BnUm. 

6.— EYE-OPENERS. A volmae of immenselv rnnny 

SayingB, and StorieB that ivHl brii^ a emile npon the gmfftat 
oonntananae. By the oelebtSited Make Twain. Cloth, neat, at. 6d. ; 
Qieap Paper Eution, is. 

7.— SCREAMERS. A Gathering of Ddicions Bita and 

Short Stmies, iW the renoimed Uabk Twain. Cloth, neat, 3t.6d.;- 
Cheap Paper EcUtion, is. 

John Cahdbn Hottbn, 74 and 75, Piccadiu,t London. 



Very Important New Books. 

MAGICIAN'S OWN BOOK. Containing Ample Instnictions 

tor Pebfohhancb in Lbobbdeiuin, Cups and Galls, EiMB, '< 
Hath. HABDKEBCHrEPS, ia. By the Anther of 'The SeatetOiit. : 
Ail from Actnal Eiporienoe, and Edited by W, H. Ceehxk. Jon., 
of Begent Sticot. With soo DlustrationB, 49. dd. 



THE SECRET OUT; or, One Thousand Tricka with Cards, 

and other ReerealAona ; viith Eniertaininj Experimfmia in Bra/arvng- 
Soom or "White Magie." By ths Author of the " Magician's OWn 
Book." Edited by W.H.CBHUBB,Jnii., of B^eut Street. With 
300 GngTavinga. Ciown Evo, oloth, 4s. 6d. 




BNTIKE!I.7 NSW OAMSa 

THE MERRY CIRCLE. A Book of New, GKiCEFUL, and 

Intbllectual Oahes and Am dbehbntb. Edited W Mtb. CiiAKA. 

Bbllbw. Crown Gvo, nnmetons Illastralioiis, 4^. 6d. 

*.* A tuv and tapiiai book iff SouteJiotd A^tarmentt^ TJuu art In ewry va« 

Iifdttctuat Oamct, and wiU pUait tolh qH ami jvmij. It it on natltiil booi & 

eaittuU bifore going to mutimtg party. 

THE ART OF AMUSING. A Collection of Graceful Arte, 

Games, Trioke, Puzzles, SJid Charades, intended to omnee eveiy- 
body, and enable all to amnee ereiybedy el^e. By Fkahk Bbllkw 
Wim nearly 300 ninatraljons. Crown Bto, 4s. 6d. 

SOTIOB.—Of the/om hookt offend aixrve, ihs jirst U the morf Advimted 
Ml the Myslenes of WhUe Mane. The second is a capital Begvimer^ 
Book on Ou Wonderful Art of Cimmring, The third work," The iferry 
Circle," Uabook of an AdAmnced Character in Family Amusemeali, 
ond require! conaiderahle judgmeTit on the jpart <if the vlayen. The 
laat vmrk is a capital tntTOduelory book to the Art cf Amming 
genendhi. 

John Cajush Hottbh, 74 ajjo 75, TiocxotLLj, Lossom. 



Very Important New Books. 



WOEKS OF T HE LATE ABTE MUS WAED. 

New Edition, price x«. ; by post z«. ad. 

ARTEMU8 WARD: HIS BOOK. The Author's Enlarged 

Edition. With Notes and Introduction by the Editor of the "Biglow 
Papers." (hie of the wittiest, and certainly one of the most mirth-provok- 
ing, books published for many years. Containing the whole of the Or^riiial* 
with tiie following extra chapters : — ^Babes in the Wood ; Tavern Accom- 
modation, Betsy- Jain-Re-Orgimized ; A. Ward's First Umbrella ; Brig- 
hun Young's Wives ; Artemus Ward's Brother ; Mormon Bill of Fare. 
NOTICE. — Mr. Sotten*t Edition it the only one piiblished in thi$ eountry wOh the 
tanciion of the Author. 

The Saturdau Review savs of Mr. Hotten'g edition: "The author combines the powers of 
Thackeray with those of Albert Smith. The salt is rubbed in by a native hand— one which 
has the gift of tickling." 

"We never, not even in the pages of our best humorists, read anything so laughaUe and so 
shrewd as we have seen in this book by the mirthful Artemus."— Public Opinion. 

ARTEMUS WARD: His Travels Among the Mormons 

and on the Eampage. Edited by E. P. Hxitgstok, the Agent and Companion 
of A. Wabd whilst " on the Rampage." New Edition, price x». 
*** Some ofArtemtui'e mott mirih-provoking papers are to he found in thi$ hook. The 
ehapiers upon the Mormont Ufill unbend the eternest countenance. A$ bits of fun they 
are ncHiirsB ! 

ARTEMUS WARD AMONG THE FENIANS: with the 

Showman's Experiences of Life at Washington^ and Military Ardour at Baldins- 
viUe. Toned paper, price td. j by post, jd. 

ARTEMUS WARD'S LECfURE AT THE EGYPTIAN HALL, 

with the Panorama. Edited by the late T. W. Robbbtboit (Author of 
"Caste," "Ours," "Society," Ac.) and B. P. HnrosToir. Small 4to, 
exquisitely printed, bound in green and gold, with kitmbboub Tiittbs Illvb- 
TBATiOKS, price 6s. 

""iSr. Hotten has conceived the hajppy idea of printing Artemus Ward's 'Lecture' in such a 
way as to afford the reader an accurate notion of the emmiasis, by-play, &c., with which it was 
delivered. We have no hesitation in saying that Mr. Hotten has almost restored the great 
humourist to the flesh."— Doi^v Telegraph. 

"The tomahawk fell from our hands as we roared with laughter^ the pip6 of peace slipned 
from between our lips as our eyes filled with tears ! Laughter for Artemus' s wii— tears for his 
untimely death! This book is a record of both. Those who never saw Artemus in the flesh, 
let them read of 1dm in the spirit."— Tbmo/iato/c. 

" It actually reproduces Ward's Lecture, which was brimful of first-class wit and hnmoor."— 
Daily News. 

"It keeps you in fits of lauchter."— Z«ader. 

"One of the choice and curious volumes for the issue of which Mr. Hotten has become famous." 
—Ci^ Press. 

" The Lecture is not alone droll : it is full of information."— JSxamtrMr. 

"It adds one to our books of genuine ixin."— Sunday Timet. 

i2mo, 200 pages, i«. 6d. ; or cloth, neat, 2s. 

ARTEMUS WARD IN LONDON. Comprising the Letters 

to "Punch," and other Humorous Papers, now first collected. 

*«* Contains some i^uaint and humorous compositions which were found upon the 
aathor^s table after his decease. 

ARTEMUS WTRD, Complete, The Works of Charles 

Fabbbb Bbowitb, better known as " Abtbuus Wabd," now first collected. 
Crown 8vo, with fine Portrait, facsimile of handwriting, &c., 540 pages, 
cloth neat, js. 6d. 

*«* Comprises all that the humouns\, »a« written in England or Ameriea. Admiren 
of poor Artemus Ward will he glad to possess his writings in a complete form. 



^ 



John Camden Hotten, 74 and 75, Piccadilly, London. 



Very Important New Books. 



FLAGELLATION and the FLAGELLANTS; A History of the 

Bod in all ConnlrieB, from the Eof IJest Period to the Present Time. 
By tlie BsT. WllJ.lA)( Coopbu, BA With nnmeroaa Uliutia- 
tionB. Thiok or °— — " 




The ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, fromaCottaqetoaMansion. 

A Practical Qnide io Members of Boilding Sooietiea, and all inte- 
reatud in Selecting ol Bnilding a House. By C. J. BiCHiBDSON, 
Arohitflct, Anthor of " Old EngliBh ManKona,'^ 4o. Second Edition, 
CoTTBoted and Enlarged, with nearly 600 Elustrations. Crown Bvo, 
550 pages, qloth, 7s. 6ii. 



. *™«l "A Soot of 

' Soata" It ffioa ffwry 

_ ; m™^ of Joim, from a 

;-:j workman^t soltaffo to a 

book u intended to tappj;/ 
a want Img fill, viz., a 
plain tton-ttthnical ae- 
teuiit if caeTf ■(jrd of 
houu, iciH Hi mt atii 
Monmr ofbcildins. 



JOBH CAKDIH HoTTBN, 74 iND 75, PlCOADTLLT, IiOHDOIT. 




Very Important New Books. 



RUSKINANDORUIKSHANK. "German Popular Stoma." 

" le Brotheni Oriuh. Tramdatad by Edqab Tatt.ob, 

N Bdbeih. With Twenty-two DliiBtratioiu aft«i tha 

jfTlB of GbOBQK CBUIKBHiHK. B " 

Cloth, Byo, 6a. 6il. ; pUt leaves, js. 6d. 



Callented by the Brotheni Oriuh. Tramdatad by Edqab Tatt.ob. 
Edited bv John Bdbeih. With Twenty-two DlnBtratJona aftei tlie 
inimitable desitfriB of Georoe Cbuiebhank. Bots Sssiia Can- 
„,_.^ — ^. ., .^,., .^_ 

, » AyAZ|, plating thtm far 

ahtne ait Cruit$hanh't oilier v(trkt of a 'ini/ar charadrr. So rara kad the origtJial 
&»( fpui^itAtfJ in iSii-i&26J becoaf, that £^ fo £6 per eopjf itai an ontinofj pna. 

" FA Ml LY FAIRY TALES;" or. Glimpses of Elflanlai 

Beatheriton Eail. Edited by Cholmondelkt Pkktjell, Anthor 



Pnok on PegBBiiB," &0. Admned with beaatifol Fiotnrea of "Hj 

1 Lion^" " Kin g Vgeermti^ea," and other Great Folks. Hand- 

■omely printed on toned paper, in cloth, green and gold, price 41, 6d, 



iraaliy p n i it d by ffU eritieal pr 



SCHOOL LIFE AT WIUCHESTER COLLEGE: or, The 

Remxnisceneai of a WincTiesier Junior. By tha Author of "The 
Log of the Water Lily," and "The Water Lily on the Donnbe." 
Seocoid Edition, Hovised, Coloubeo Fla-tes, js. 6d. 




;• rUi ieeh dottf^ Winehaltrmhiil " T ott Bnni »'i&*e olI> a<tt" iiifi^Bugtf . 

PRINCE UBBELY BUBBLE'S NEW STORY BOOK. The 

Drajoii all Covered with' SpHcet ; The Long-tailed Sag 1 The Three 
One-Ugged Men; The Old Fly and the fa%ng Flyi Tom and the 
Ogre; and many other Tales. By J. Tkkplktos IncAB. With 
nnmerons Hlostrations by Hatt Moroan, Basmes, Qokdon 
Tboufboh, Bbunioh, and other ArtiBts. In BmaU 4to, greea 
and gold, 49. 6d. ; gilt leareH, 53. 61I. 
*.* Tki Tivui dtaottd a ipteial column in priHH of Ihit TTw Slorj Soot, 

MADGEANDTHE FAIR /"CONTENT. ~A. charming Child's 

story. By BlAnchasd JebrolD. Intended io inooloato a spirit 
of Contentment, With nearly (oo Piotnrea of the Indusfay requisite 
to produce the Cliristnms Padding. 4^. SJ, 

LirTLE~CHARLiFS~LIFE OFWmSELF. Edited by kha 

Eev. W. E. Clark, M.A., Vioar of Tannton. 4to> doth, full c£ 
ooriona lUnstrationB, 3s, 6d, 
*.* A moit amviing Frrmffir a ekiid. /( !• nn ixort faetlmitt of 
^fa toy btttmtm lix and «im» jaori 1^ njt, ai uriiim Cg WiMi(f «. 

John Camden Hottbn, 74 and 75, Piwudillt, Londow. 



Very Important New Books. 

GDfiTAVB DOB^i'B MOST CHAIiACTEBISTia WORKS. 
RABELAIS. FaithfiiHy trans- 
lated from the Franoh, with varionun 
Notes, and nnmerous characteriBtJo 
niaatratioits hy QvBTtrs Dobb. 
Clotii neat, 600 pages. Price 7s. 6d. 
•,• Win U U ilated that Ikaiia "fiulifkl 



.^V""'"*-". 







COCKAYNES IN PARIS, The; 

or, aa English Family Abroad, By 

S1.ANCEABD Jhrbold. Witli HOBT 

AuuBiNothnmb-DailSKercHiBof the j 

BNQI.IBH b; OtTBTAvE DoBE, taken M 

on the Sail, the Stoam-boat, andthe \ 

lavement. Price 7s. 6d. ' 

•." Sstamtd (ounifa upId irouH Uln lo m Oiniitlvafrtiti a IFrciieh point i^twK, 
mil if prcaili/ iivrrled wiM tkit nm Iravrliook. Tkt pltturit art Hrsr droU, 
aadaive ike exaet notiotu qfforfiffneit eonceminff la. Ofu o/ikaH notiona i§ that all 
^English ladieg and gentltmen breathe ihrotwh thtir ntoviht inttead qf tJirough tivir 
notts, hencf oar HiobMi are alieayt opeJt, oar Ueth protrudt, and »* are eonUnuallfi on 
thffffrin. Some of their earieaiHree qf oar ieeahut*et are not lohoUji d4iooid iff tmlh, 

COUIITIir OF THE DWARFS, The. By Pint Dn CniiLin. 

New Book of Hairbreadth Escapes. BeveolB a New World to tlie 
reader, ig. in paper ! 3s. 6<i. iniyoth. Pull-page ninsttationB. 

Hotten's EditiorTof "COfiTES DROLATIQUES" {Droll 

Taiea collected from the Abbeys of Lorraine), par B«.ZAC. With 
423 MarvellonB, EitraTSgimt, and Fantaetio Woodcnta bjDoEK. 
Beaatifully printed, thick Bro, half morocco, Boibnrghe. las. 6d. 

*.* The noet einffutar daiffTa ecer attempted ^ an^ artist. So crammed it the book 



GnBTAVK Dobe'b Fayohbite Pencil Skbtcbbs, 

HISTORICAL CARTOONS; or, Rough Pencillings of the 

World's Bistoryfrom ihe First to Ou liwieteenih Cento™. By GdB- 




John Caioim Hottbn, 74 and 75, FiccaoHiLI, London. 



Very Important New Books. 



THE COLLECTOR; Essays on Books, Newspapers, 

Pictures, InnSt Authors, Doctors, HoUda/ys, Actors, Preachers. By 
Hbnby T. Tucksbman ; with an Introduction by Dr. Doban. 
Half morocco, 6s. 

*** A eharming volume of delightful S$i«ur$. and a Companion to Jokm Sill 
Burton's ** B ook-Hunter:* 

LITERARY COPYRIGHT. Seuen Letters addressed by 

permission to Earl Stanhope, D.CL., F,B,8. By John Cakdbn 
HoTTEN. Price ss. 

** A eensible and valuable little book."— ^<A«funfm. 
We agree with Mr. Hotteu." — Saturday Beoiew. 



((' 



OLD DRAMATISTS— NEW EDITIONa 

MARLOWE'S (Ghmtopher) WORKS; Including his 

Trounslations. Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by Lient.Col. 
F. Cunningham. Cr. 8vo, Portrait, doth, 4s. 6d. ; doth gilt, sS' 

MASSINGER'S (Philip) PLAYS. From the Text of Wm. 

GiFFOBD. With the addition of the Tragedy of " Believe as Tou 
List." Edited by Lieut. Col. Fbancis Cunninqhak. Crown 8vo, 
Portrait. Cloth, 45. 6d. ; cloth gilt, 58. 

BEIil JONSON'S WORKS. With Notes, Critical and Ex- 
planatory, and a Biographical Memoir by WhiLIAM Giffobd. 
Edited by Lieut. Col. Fbancis Cunningham. Complete in 3 vols., 
crown 8vo, Portrait, cloth, 4s. 6d. each ; cloth gilt, 53. each. 

LIFE AND NEWLY-DISCOVERED WRITINGS OF DANIEL 

DEFOE. Comprising Several Hundred Important Essays, Pamphlets, 
and other Writings, now first brought to light, after many years' dili- 
^nt search. By William Lee, Esq. Wiui Facsimiles and Illustra- 
nons. 3 Vbls., uniform with " Macaulay's History of England." 36s. 

A Vbbt Useful Book. — In folio, half morocco, cloth sides, ys. 6d. 

LITERARY SCRAPS, CUTTINGS from NEWSPAPERS, 

EXTRACTS, MISCELLANEA, afc. A Folio Scbap-Book of 340 
Columns, formed for the reception of Cuttings, &o., with g^uarda. 
*«* ^ moet uatful volume , and one of the eheapett ever $old, 

THE ROSICRUCIANS ; their Rites and Mysteries. 

With Chapters on the Aicient Fire and Serpent Worshippers, and 
Explanations of the Mystic Symbols represented in tne Monu- 
ments and Talismann of the Primeval Philosophers. By Hab- 
GBAVE Jennings, ios. 6d. 

*** A volume of ttwrtUng facte and opinione upon thie very mysterioue tuijwt, iUue- 
trated by nearly 300 engraoinge. 

*' Gurious as many of Mr. Hotten's works have been, the volume taow under 
notice is, among them all, perhaps the most remarkable. The work purports 
to describe the Kites and Mysteries of the Bosicrucians. It dilates on the an- 
cient Fire and Serpent Worshippers. The Author has certainly devoted an 
enormous amount of labour to Uiese memorials of the BosB-GE088-H)therwi8e 
the Rosicmcians."— 2%* Sun. 

John Camden Hottbn, 74 and 75, Piccadilly, London. 



Very Important New Books. 



HOGARTH'S FIVE DAYS' 

Fralic; or, "Peregrination 
by Lmi ond Water." IUqs 
trated with Tinted Draw 
INQH, mado bj HooABTa and 
Scott dnring the Jooraey. 4to 
beautifully printed, — " 

picturt ijf Sa 



^ R^m'^uTZ 




AOROSTIGS, in Prose and 

Vene. Edited b^ A. E. H. 

i2mo, gilt olotb, g^lt edg«e, 31. 

— SBOONsSBBiBa, olotb gilt, 3s. 

Thibd Seribs, cloti gilt, 3s. 

FoDETH SERisa. With B Pietoria] AopoatioH. Cloth gilt, 3s. 

Pqth Sekiks. Ah entirely New and Original Work. Cloth 

el^^iuit, 48. 6i. 

Sdpplevint, nnder the title of " Easy Doable, Historioal, and 

Scriptural AoroatiaH." Cloth gilt, 3<. 
*,* BaA Mtria aald ttparalalf. Tiuit art tia bitt MtuMM iifAsntiia KIT imed. 
7Vy POUipriM SifiaU, Dm&t^, TYebU. owl tMry variftm of aerotliCt atii Iht mH woatd 
__....„ ■^o/^fa^ilyforr- -"- -'-^- 



The Five SerieB Complete in a Caae, " The Aert 



inOB 15». 



WONDERFUL CHARACTERS: Memoirs and Anecdotes 

of Remarkable and Eccentric Perions of Every Age and Natttm. 
From the text of Henbt WnjsON and Jaueh CACLnEU}. Svo, 

with SiKTT-ONB VULL-PAdB EHQKAVIMaB OF EXTILAOROIKABT 

Pebbons, price ja. 6d. 




JOBN CAimaN HOTTSK, 74 ASD 75, PlOOAI>IU.Z, LOHDON. 



Very Important New Books. 



All EPIC OF WOMEN, and other Poems. By Aethub 

W. fi. O'Skicohnksst. With OriginBl Designa b? Mr. J. T. 
NrPELBSHiP. Cloth, neat, price 6«. 
" What h« btu mvgit ub lh rernvkab^e^ With ita quaint latlfl, anil qoaint 



illiuO-atioiu, ' 



"-OombliM Uorhi and Swlsliariie, t 
* 'li mrtgiuil. and yon havB, as m 
)Otimt."—IHtpatlik, Oct. 30, iS;< 



a rich baM tc 
1 inapin tlie prodact it 



I wide dcde ol 






ihir notion of Ur.O'Bl 



ANACREON. IllnBtrated by the Exqnisite Designs of 
GmoDiT. Tiaoalated b; Thouas Moobb. JBonnd in vellum eUMi 

and Etruaoan gold, 12s. 63,. 




•.'A HOST BEAVTIFVJ, ASD CAPTITATINQ TOLUiTF.. Thr miU- 

'AMff trqtntite daigiu fy tJu fAt^^gravMe proetu, and told a Iwgt mmiiw aJ £i far 
copy, Ttn drtignt Aaiw bee» Knnfl-foUjr admirrd ly bofi urtMt and portt. 

ECHOES FROM THE FRENCH POETS. Aji Anthology 

from BAnDELiina, Alwikd db Mdssrt, LiMAETiira, Victos 
Hnoo, A. Chinub, T. QADTtaa, Bbbakqeb, NAOAno, Bttpoitt, 
Pabmt, and othera. By Habst CnawBN. Foap. Sto, oloth, sg,j 
Lalf-morooco, 63. 
"A plesaant htUo Tolnme of tramOations IWim modern French poets."— 
Coptic, Ang. 30, 1S70. * 

FAIR ROSAMOND, and other Poems. 'Bj B. Momt- 

OOHXBIB ICakkinq (of the Inner Temple). Foqi. Svo, price 61. 

JOBN CAHDEH HOTTEH, 74 AHS 75, PlCCADILIiT, LONOOK. 



Very Important New Books. 



CHARLES DICKENS— The Story of his Life. By ilie 

Anthor of "The Life of Thackeray. ' Price js. 6i, iriai ndke- 

BOUB POBTRAIIS AI 

'* Aneodotflfl seem to hnre 
poured in upon the antJior 
from all qoarterfl. Tarn 

tmnffwoitb reading le sure 
to meet Uif eye. "— i*t Simt- 




ather Edition, withont 
niQBtrationB, anifonn 
with the "Chableb 

DlCBENS EDinoH 
aud forming a Supple 
msiitBiy Tolnme to 
that favourite issue 
crimson cloth, 3s 6d 

Diokens's Life. — Cheap Popdlak Edition, m paper, as 

plOKENS'S SPEECHES, Literaru and Social.— Now first 

coUscted. With Chapters on " CharlBfl Diokana as a Letter Writer, • 
Poet, and Publio Reader." Prioe 7s. M., with Fine Portrait by 



Count D'Oesay, 370 pagea. 




*«* " HIb capital Bpeeches. Ereiy one 
of them reailB Cko a page of ' Pickwiok.' ■■ 
~Tlu Critic. 

" HiB BpeecbcB are se good aa any oT hia 
printed writlnga."— r»i Tinia. 



Dichena's Speeches. — Cheap 

Edition, witiiout Portrait, in paper 
wrapper, 3>. 



HUNTED DOWN. A Story by Chaeles Dickens. With 

Home Aooount of Wainewright, the Poisoner. Price 6d. 
■.' A poKCrfiU and tultmilg UriUiH^ ftory, w" firtt jriiiW ™ book-firm in 

John Caudsh Hottbm, 74 and 73, Piccadilly, London. 



Very Important New Books. 



^ 



For Gold and Silversmiths. 

PRIVATE BOOK OF USEFUL ALLOYS AND MEMORANDA 

for GOLDSMITHS and JEWELLERS, By James E. Collins, CJl., 
of Birmingham. Boyal i6mo, 3s. 6d, 
*«* The tecreU of the Gold and SilversmWui* Art are here given, for the hen^ vf 
young Apprentices and Praetition«r». It it an invaluable booh to the Trade, 

THE STANDARD WORK ON DIAMONDS AND PRECIOUS 

STONES : their History ^ Valtie, cmd Properties ; with SimvlB Tests 
for ascertaining their Reality. By Habby Emanuel, F.B.G.S. 
With numerous Blustrations, tinted and plain. New Edition. 
Prices brought down to the present time, fullgilt, 6». 






' Will be acceptable to many readers." — Times' review of three colamxu. 
** An invaluable work for buyers and seU^rs." — Spectator, 
*«* This Second Edition is greatly superior to the previous one, Zi gioM £b« 
lalut market value for Diamonds and Precious Stones ojeoery sitee. 

GUNTER'S MODERN CONFECTIONER. The Best Book 

on Confectionery and Desserts. An Entirely New Edition of this 
Standard Work, adapted for Private Families or Large Establi^- 
ments. By William Jeanes, Chief Confectioner at Messrs. 
GyNTEB's, Berkeley Square. With Plates, 8vo, cloth, 6s. 6d. 
" All housekeepers should have it.*' — Daily Telegraph. 

*«* This work has won for itself the reputation of being the Standard EngliA Book 
on the preparation of all kinds of Confectionery, and on the arrangement of Desserts, 

HOUSEKEEPER'S ASSISTANT. A CoUection of the most 

valuable Becipes, carefully written down for future use by Mrs. 

B , during her Forty Years' active Service. Cloth, price 2s. 6d, 

*«* As much as two guineas have been paid for a copy of this invaluable little work. 

THE YOUNG BOTANIST: A Popular Guide to Elemen- 

ta/ry Botany. By T. S. Balpit, of the linnsean Society. In i vol., 
with 300 Drawings from Nature, 2s. 6d. plain ; 4s. Coloured by hand. 

*«* An excellent book for the young beginner. The objects selected as ilhtsfyrations 
are either easy of access as specimens of wild plants, or are common in gardens. 

CHAMPAGNE: its History, Manufacture, Properties, 

Sfc. By Chables To vet. Author of " Wine and Wine Countries,** 
"British and Foreign Spirits," &c.,Cr. 8 vo, numerous illustration8,5f. 
•»* A practical work, by one of the largest champagne merchants in London. 

BRIGHAM'S {Dr. A.) MENTAL EXERTION: Its In- 

fluence on Health. With Notes and Bemarks on Dyspepsia of 
Literary Men. By Abthxjb Leabed, M.D. 8vo, boards, is. 6d. 

John Camden Hotten, 74 and 75, Piccadilly, London. 



Very Important New Books. 
NAPOLEON III., THE MAN Of HIS TIME: 

Fabt I.— The Stobt of thi Lira or NAfOLBON IH., w told bj 
Jas. W. Uabwiu- 

Part n.— The Samb Stobt, aa told 1^ the PopulabCabicatdbm 
of the post Thirtj.ftve YaiaB. _J3rown Svo, 400 pngea, 7s. 6d. 




ORUIKSHANK'S COMIO ALMANACK. A Wmeteen Tears' 

Ktheririg ot the Bebt Hchouk, the Wittibbt Satincw, the 
■olleat Quips, and the Beat Things of THiOKBBiT, Hood, Mai- 
HEw, Albeet Smith, A'BsccErr, Kobbbt BBOnoH, iBjS'iSgs. 
With neatly IVo Tfaonaand WoodoatH and Steel Engrannga b; 
the inimitabla Cbciebqine, Hine, Landsij^, &c. Tvto Senei, 

pagee, price 
7s. 6d, each. 




JOSN CAITDBH BOITEM, 74 AND 75, PICCADILLY, LOHIWN. 



Very Important New Books. 
Original Edition of the Famous JOE MILLER'S JESTS; 

ihe poMte»( Reparteet, iiwtt eUgant Bon-Molt, and moit pUarins 

ikort Storiei in the English Language. London : printed by T. 

Bead, 1739- BamarkablB faoainiilo. 8to, half moroooo, prioo 91. 6d. 

•,'ONLY A VEST FEW COPIES OF TBia SOMOBOns ASn BACT 

OLD BOOK HAVE BEES REFSODUCSD. 

HISTORY OF PLAYING CARDS. With Siity cnriona lU^ 
trationB, 550 pp., prioe ^^. dd. 

:."—ir„r<ti<iy Teii. 




SLANG DICTIONARY; or. The Vulgar Words, Street 

Fhraaet,and "Fast" Expressions of S^gh and Lov) Society; many 
witli their Etymology, and a few with their History traced. WiTH 
cuEionH Illostbationb. a New Dietionary (rf CiSloquial English. 
Pp. 328, in 8vo, price 65. 6ii. 







i 
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doubted if fliere 

Imgiiage, ■■—§""■ 

■' V&1nal)le as a 
workofretereiice.'- 
— Safurrfoy a™«, 

sooiBtr will find 
pagBB."-Ti««. 


A 


Sucwi^ 


.IM. 



[b^^ 



»n^ Srifli) in Oa JIMen- 



CAPTAIN GROSE'S DICTIONARY of the VULGAR TONGUE, 

1785. A genuine nnmntilated Reprint of the Pirat Edition. Prioe 8s. 
1 !;"_5".^A'*!?'KT*^''/"7~""'/'*'"«^ "'!'"'. '"'"•y «"««, hooUme 
ln*«pri»tedfortluCbUulcr,,/"SlreetW,»^" and CBUoq,£ui,Mi, on Jhu bm>4 
liapT. tajf-JH,^ <m>roen,, gMUy. ' ' •" 

John Caudih Hotten, 74 and 75, pjccAoitLT, London. 



Very Important New Books- 



THE NEW "PUNIANA" SBEIEa OP 

CHOICE ILLUSTRATED WORKS of HUMOUR. 

EUganilg printed on toned poiper, fvil gilt, gilt edges, Jot the 
Drmmng-Rciom, pritx 6s. each. 

1. CAROLS OF COCKAYNE. By 

Hknby 8. Lbioh. Vbtb da Sooi^te, 
and charming Teraes deacriptiTe o£ 
London Life. With nnmerouB Biqni- 
Bito little Daaigna bj Alsbzd Con- 
CAKEN and the late Johh LeeCq. 
Small 4to, eleg;BJitf nmform with '* Fon- 
iajia,"6s. 

2. COUNTRY-HOUSE CHARADES, 

for Acting. By Capt. E. C. Nhoknt. 
With niostrafions by W. E. Snow. 
Small 4to, green and gold, 6s. 
*,'An miirtlg nnc boot ijf Sonttiold daiiH- 
itimo far acaMpammtnt sjwn Om ^Pian^irle. 

"An iWFunLT Jolly Book Foa PikBTtas." 
S. PUNIANA: Thoughts Wise and Otherwise. Best 

Book of Riddles and PimB ever formed. With nearly loo eiqnieitely 
fanoiful DrawingSL Containa nearly 3,000 of the beet Biddlea and 
10,000 moat oatn«eoQB Puns, and is one of tha moat Popnlar Books 
everiaaned. NowEdition,nnifomiwithtiie "Bab Ballads." Prioeeg. 
- KOI eiuifid aiaU the QoriUar—Wl^t 

dmiUltu nmark, " Sieauu il'i Mj 
tr \aA a nap, and utmr kohU 




Whv did Da Chailln gtt lo aj 

Wh it a cKrpialit Utrolai roll ;— Fiw will . 

gruiOalnatfttiiiulUrJlgr' Sutm-Pia 

Wi) it a widi-atcakt lull to rolled l—Betauu 



) think that thia very queer 
up holiday people. It wonlj 



Nbw SociETr Book 




ToHH Caudin Homm, 74 j 



AtTTHOE OT "PtrMIiUA." 

4. GAMOSAGAMMON ,■ 

or. Advice to ParOei 
aiout to CoimuWalise. 
By the Hon. HnOM 
BowLET. With nnnie- 
nina eiqnisite and fan- 
oitol daa^ns from his 
pencil. Small 4.to, green 
and gold, 6a. 
•,• The Qnainl<st. Pnnnleal, 

most Origbial Book pabliahed 

lOr a Ions time. 

i> 73, PicoAPniiT, IjOndon. 



Very Important New Books. 



lUjCSraATIONB B 



LIFE IN LONDON ; or. The Day and Night Scenes of 

Jerry Sawthom and CorintMan Tom. Crown 8vo. With tkb 

WHOLE OF CrUIKBHANK'S VERT DbOI/E. IU,l7BTaA.T]ONS, IN 

CoLODBS, AFi'&u I'Ha OiuaiNAJ.B. Cloth extra, js. dd. 




Ton m> J»Ri Tuns y SnoEi. 
tif ikt natt popHlof ioolc* evtr i*fvrd. It vat on 
rat IV,. aad at a pielun if London lift ,gftji yan itgo •bo* 
tkeray, vAo desota one tff kit " SaamdaiotU Pa^trt" la a defdrif 
' capiti Iff tUi work ateajii Ttatite from £i t 



VYHER'S HOTITU VEHATICA : A Treatise on Fox- 

BunfiiuF, the Gsneml Managemeat of H<iitnda, and the^ Daeaaet of 
Dogs ; IKslempBT amd, Sohiea ; Kennel Lameness, &c. Sixth Edition, 
Enlareed. ^ Bobibt C. Vyner, Eaq., of Eathoipe Hall, War- 
wiokanire. Bioyal 8vo. With bpieited Illcbtkatiokb ih 

COLOUBS, BT ALEIN, OF MliKOaASLB PoS-HcNTIMa SOINBS. 21». 
*.■ An Eitlirtlf JTm EiiHoit nf i3tt i«f Kork exUmt wfm Wm-SMnUKj. 

"TOM SMITH." 

REMINISCENCES OF THE LATE THOMAS ASSHETON 

SUITS, Esq.; or. The Pursuits of an Englisk Cmnlry GenOenwrn. 
By 8iE JoHK E. Eabdlky Wilkot, iWt, With niuBtr»ti<ma 
CoLOUKED and Prjus. New Edition, uniform with Kimrod's 
" Chase, Torf, and Road." Price 73. 6d. 

FINE OLD HUNTING BOOKS, with Coloured Plates. 

ME. JORROOKS-S JAUNTS AND JOLLITIES. 
LIFE AND ADVESTUREB OF JACK UYTTOS. 
ANALYSIS OF THE HUNTING FIELD. 
LIFE OF A BPOBTSMAS. By NIMROD. 

Apply to ifr. Holten ula-Uct for tktM booki. 

John Camdbn Hotten, 74 amd 75, Piccadilly, Lohsok. 



Very Important New Books. 
HISTORY OF CARICATURE AND THE GROTESQUE in 

Art, Literature, Scuipiure, and Poiiiiinj, from the Earliest Times 
to the FreserdDay. Bv Thomas Wbioht, P,S,A. (Author of "A 
Carioatnte Hiatoiy of the Gleocges.") 4to, profuaely illnstrated bj 

FilBHOLT. 2 IS. 
*a* A valuaiJe KMoriaal^ and at tlU taBH titae mcvt mteriaiilinff Kort JlU antkor't 
fint idea Kottaadlita-'^HiMtoryaf Coitic UUratuTiandAri n3nat BnM%." 
Thr iamtrationi artfitU if Merttt, 




n IiBipi TBI DcimiHag. 

CARICATURE HISTORY OF THE OEORGES iHouse of 

BanoverJ. Very Entertaining Boot of 640 pages, with 400 Pio- 
tnres, CaricatoreB, Sqnibs, Broadsides, Window Fictaies. B7 T. 
Wbioht, F.S.A. 7s. 6d. 

' BitlOTj 1/ SignAaafd$" SmoMd in atmoH ««y 
approMt^, 

have in Mr. Wright's rolnme brings (be 

inlay's moat bril£snt eentenoa is weak by 
llray, which gives ns Bnrte sod Foi,"— 









make op the goodlj TOlt 



IiABas Papbk Edition, 4to, only too printod, on eitra fine paper,' 
wide mainnB, foi the lovers of choice books, with extra Fortraita, half 
moroeoo (a capital book to JUnetrate), 308. 

A OompEUiloii Table Book to " I^eoh's 3ket<:hes." 

MA/DEN HOURS AND MAIDEN WILES. Designed by 

"BsAnjoLAis" (Captain Hanb BtrsK). A Series of bb- 

UABKABiiT CLEVEIB SKETCHES, showing tho Oconpations of 4 

Fashionable Yonng Lady at All Hours of the Day. With appro- 

, priataleit FoUo. half moroooo, bine ' " "^ ' -- " 



of the Day. 
d gold, gilt I 






JOEIT CAXDEH HOTTBN, 74 A 



> 75, FiccADiLLT, London. 



Very Important New Books. 



PUCK 



BBII.I.UJIT Book, 

\a tkt " Son BiaiUitr A 

ON PEGASUS. By 

H. CHOI.UONDBLEI PBNNEIJ,.' 

In 4to, printed iritMnanlndiB^paper 

' — - -^ elegantly bound, ^t, gilt 

Be I03. 6d. ohI;. 




AUSTIIt'S (Alfred) THE SEASOH : A Satire. 

ElopiBtlj bound for the Drnwiiig-rooni, ss 
;• An tHiirilflftKEditiimrftlaifimeiiM Work, a lunitngitr aai if 



SIGNBOARDS: Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous 

Taverm and Remarkable Characters. By JicOB IiABwOOD and 
John Camden Hottbn. "A book whioh will dalight all." — 
Spectator. Foorth Edition, 530 pp., prioe 71. 6d. onlf . 




ikoBinff tin varkm* 



son A nee OF THE ROD: An A neodotal History of the 

Birch, in Andent and Modem Times. With some qnaint DInBtra- 
tiona. Crown 8to, handBoniBly printed. [in prqwMMtvm 

John Cahdbn Hotten, 74 and 75, FiccadiuiY, JjOndok. 



Very Important New Books. 



THE FAMOUS " DOCTOR SYNTAX'S" THREE TOURS. 

One of the moat unoaing and Laughable Books ever pabliahed. 

With thk whole or Eowiahdbon'h vbbi dholl fou^paoi 

ILLDSTBATIOKB, in COLOUBa, AI^BB THE Obiqinai. Dbawihos. 

Compriaing tiia woll-known ToCES — 

I. In SeBicli of the Pictareeqne, . | s. In Searah of Consolation. 

3. In Searoh of a Wife. 

The Three Series Complst« and Unabridged in One Handsome Tolome 

with a Idfe of thia indiutriaaB Author — the Enehah Le S^e — now first 

— '"Tn by John Camden Hottbn. Thia Edition oontams the whole 



of the original, hitherto sold for i 



I. 63,.. now ^ 



UNiyoBK WITH " WONDEaFm. Chabacteeb." 

REMARKABLE TRIALS AND NOTORIOUS CHARACTERS. 

FroiD " Half-Hanged Smith," 1700, to Oifoi'd who shot at the 
Queen, 1S40. By Capiain L. Beneon. Wi13] spirited fnll-page 
EngraTings by Paiz. 8yo, 550 pages, 7). 6d. 




•." A tJtmpMt Ubran of Saitattan LUimtiini Then urs niou enough hrr^ 
) prodwHO trniOrti "aeUing" JTiatlt, ml at Uatt ftie iHindnd "omm^I 
- ■ Btvria. TIU book loat U appmlat^ Ij aU Todm <Dkr^la^Uatn Oil 
Fii^i puhini artflcUg iqial to Oou i» " Jfa«to- If— phiy« Ongt." 



Jfoyc 



A Keepsake 
"THE SMOKER'S TEXT-BOOK." By J. Hamee, P.R.S.L. 

Eiqnisitely printed from " silTer. 

faced " type, oloth, very neat, pit 
edgea, zs. 6d., poet free. 



It the QreaC Eiliibilii 



illy printed on 

St eapeciAlly for ahoiT 
■'— 'n Hyde Park), 

J , juiding ita mi- 

nnteness. . . . The pagsa sing, in Tarlons 
■tTlee, tbe ptalaea of tobaoco. Amongst 
the writen laid midar oontribatiDa are 
Bolwer, Kingelsy, Charles Lamb, Thaok- 
eiaT.lBBa<iBK>Tnie,Coitper,andBynm." 
—TlttRiU. 






John Cakdhn HomK, 7* ixa> 7s. tioaunu.-!, Lompor. 



Very Important New Books. 



ORIGINAL EDITION OF BLAKE'S WORKS. 

VOTICE.—Mc. HOTTBH baa prepared a taw Faosimile CopieB feum 
io paper and printing — the waier-coloiir dravringt being filled inbyai 
'iii) <a the OBtanJAi. Edition ot Bi.aki'h " MiKRiinit nv TT-wivwi 

» Hell." 4to, price 30s., half m 



.. . . It eztraordiiiaiy mmn he fs. if 

he etJU be living- He is 1^0 Blake whoee wiJd deBigna occorapAay a aplendid 
edition or 'Bliur'g Orare.' Hepaintaia water-colanrs marreUoiu atow^ie pic- 
toreB— vieioiie of hia brala — wbiob be fLBBerle be haa eeen. They hare ffreat 
merit. I miuC look npoD him aa one of t^e moat eitraindliiU7 peracmi iS Uu 

EMERSON. The Uncollected Writings, Essays, and 

Lectures of Ealph Waldo Emeebon. With Introductory Preface 
bj MoHOCim CoNWiT. aTolfl.,8vo. BjAjTangemantwIthJIr.Iimiaow. 

INFELICIA. Poems by Adah Isaacs Menken. Witli 

miMEBOna obacsfdi^ dbsions on wood. Dedicated, by wa- 
miaaion, to Ckasles Diceehs, nith Fhotograpbio Faceiioile of his 
Letter, and a Portrait of the Antlioress. In gieea and gold, 51. dd. 
"Apathetic little 




Fcap. 3to, 450 pages, with fine Portrait and Autograph, 71. 6d. 

WALT WHITMAN'S POEMS. {Leaves of Grass, Drum- 

Taps, S[c.) SJectedimd Edited byWiLLUu MicHAll. BosBn-rt. 

" Whitman fa a pcet who beare and neoda to be read aa a whole, uid than tba 

Tolnme and torrent of hia power car^ the -disOtfarementa along with it mnA 

away. Haia leallj a fine allow."— CtmiStn'* Journal, in a very long uoUoe. 

THE EARTHWARD PILGRIMAGE^ By MoNcnEH CoNWAt. 

Cr. Bto, 400 p^BB, cloth, neat, 7s. fid. 
•.• T^ii mlimf Ilia iztiUi ismMerahlg dunHrin, at if aitauem mamf r»Unlff 
mm vifBi ufwii t\e life \ere^fltr. Till mla to MM of Uu tiaBlm ttiH etmtt aa 
i^eaqfOt emUnU 0/ Oi «crt.-~"M>m Iliflllu bstM (0 ami for Oalmkick *.." 

JOBH CAHSBN HOTTBN, 74 AND 75, PlCCADIIXS, LONDOX. 



A 



Very Important New Books. 

MB. SWOTBUBNE'S ESaAT. 

%• "A mondeifal literary performcmce." — "Splendour of styU ami 
majestic beauty of di^iwn n^er iarpassed.'* 

WILLIAM BLAKE: A Crltleal Essay. With f»jsimil« 

Painting, Calouced bj Hand, from the Original Diswinga painted 
by Blaka and Mb Wife. Tliiok Sto, pp. 350, 16s. 

An flTtraoi-di 
Barywok violent, 
eitiBva>(ant pe 
veree calculated a 



oliaracleniod by i 



>f word pain 




MR. SWIUBURNE'S SOIIG OF ITALY. Tcp. 8to, toned 

paper, cloth, price 3s. 6<^ 
'.* The AOietutiM remuka at this posm— " Seldom has each ■ uhaut been 



MR. SWIDBURIIE'S ATALANTA III CALYDOH. New Edi- 

tioQ. Yang. 8vo, piica da. 



MR. SWIUBURNE'S QUEEN MOTHER AND ROSAMOND. 

New Edition. E'oap. Bto, prioo 53. 

MR. SWINBURNE'S BOTHWELL. A New Poem. 

\lR,prtf<aaiiDn, 

JOHK CUroiR HOTTIN, 74 ASD 75> Picau>ii.LT, LomMM. 



Very Important New Books. 



*#* Mr. HoTTEN is enabled to affm-d most material and ti»- 
portant assistance to all interested in Genealogical Inquiries, 
difficult Pedigree Researches, or in the compilation of Famdly 
Histories, He has the following 

FAMILY HISTORIES FOR SALE :— 

F0R8TER and FOSTER FAMILIES. 4to. Illustrations, 31*. 6d. 

BAIRD FAMILY. Eoyal 8vo. Facsimiles. los. 6d. 

CHICHESTER and RALEIGH FAMILIES. 4to. Illustrationa, 21s. ; 
with Arms emblazoned, 31s. 6d. 

miLAIS FAMILY. With Etchings by Millais. 28s. 

WASHINGTON FAMILY. PrepaHng. 

COLE FAMILY. 

STUART FAMILY, 8vo, half morocco. 8s. 6d. 

CHICHELE FAMILY. (Contains Pedigrees of many other i^milifia.) 
4to. 17s. 6d. 

ROLL OF CAERLAVEROGK, with the Arms of the Knights 

and others present at the Siege of the Castle in Scotlandf a.d. 1300. 
Emblazoned in Gold and Colours, 4to, 12s. 

MAGNA OHARTA, Exact FACsfniLB of the Original Docu- 
ment in the British Museum. With Abms and Seals of thb 
Babons emblazoned in Gold and Colours. a.d. 1215. 5s. 

*«* CojAed by express permi$sio7i, and the only correct drawing of the Greai Charter 
ever taken. A full translationf with notes, price 6d. The Charter framed and 
glazed in carved oak, 22s. 6d. 

ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY: A List of the Normans who 

, came over with Willia/m the Conqueror, a/nd settled in this Coioi^ry, 
A.D. 1066-67. With Abms op the Babons emblazoned in GoiiD 

AND COLOUBS. PricC SS. 

*«* A most curious document, and of the greatest interest to all of Norman deeeeni. 
Framed and glazed in carved oak, a2S. 6d. 

WARRANT TO EXECUTE CHARLES /. Exact Facsimile^ 

with the 59 Signatures of Begicides, and Seals. Price as, ; by post, 
25. 4d. 

*m* Very curious, arid copied by express permission. In carved oak and glateed, 
14*. 6d. ^ 

n I — — — — ~ — ^— ^— ^— _^_.^.^_^^-^^— — ^___^^— ^.^^.^_^^_______^^,^___^____^^ 

fAlilT TO EXECUTE MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. Exact 

witii Signature of Queen Elizabeth, and Great Seal of 
Price 2». ; by post, zs. 4d. 

mtHous, and copied by eacpress permission. In carved oak and glazed. 




OAKDBN HoTTBN, 74 AND 75, PiCGADILLT, LONDON 



Very Important New Books. 
HANDBOOK OF FAMILY HISTORY OF THE ENGLISH 

COUNTIES: DesoriptiTe Aoconnt of 20,000 most CnrionB and Eara 
Books, Old Tracts, Ancient ManoBoriptajEnpravingfl, and Primtely- 

Cinted Family PaperB, relating to the Hiatory of alzaost eveiv 
nded Estate and Old Enelish Family in the Connti? ; mtereperaed 
with nearly Two ThonBand Original Anecdotes, TopogrBpHoU and 
JbtiqmtriMi NoteB._ By JoBH CiJIDBN Hotteh. Nearly 350 
pagea, very neat, price 5«. 



V By/a. ^— - -- 

Sittarg in^ fomed. Each UTtieU 






of EngHih Dl 



ir'jpAjf md Fiimily 



CAXrOU'S STATUTES OF HEKKY VII., I4S9. Edited by 

John Eae, Esq., Fellow of the Eoyal Institntion. The Earliest 
known Volume of Printed Statutes, and remarkable aa b^ng in 
English. MiBTHLLona Facsimile, from the rare originaL Sma3V 
folio,halfmort>ooo, ^i i.s. 6ci. 



THE BEST HANDBOOK of HERALDRY. 

Pmfnsely lUuBtrated with Plates and 

WoodonU. ByJoHNE.CnsBAHS. Incrown 

8vo, pp. 360, in emblazoned gold cover, 

with copious Index, 7s. 6d. 

*.* Thii mlnKU, iiacHMIg printid an iantd wwr, 

eontaiuM not only Ore ordinary natter to iit fouvt in 

the btit ioott on the ecience of Armory, but tevtral otjier 

^S., Xlhatraiid bf Alfhaieli 




PaaiaUel. 3. 



Ul. 3. The Apfoniimtnt of 1 



Con- 



Half 

*,* A New Edition, torrcetcd, qf on insaliahU « 
ronenU Old MSS.. J>eed4. 0\aTleri, 4-e. If eoTilai 
MSS. fnm the Time of the Canqatror, Tallu qf 
Jnettnt Bfo-noTaet, ^e. 



Beat Onlde to Beading Old HSS,, Becord^ ±e. ' 
WRIGHT'S COURT HAND RE- 
STORED; tyr, Stadavt'i Assiilami in Bead- 

VB41 0\d Deeds, Chwrteri, Rectyrds, jv. 



LISTS OF THE ROMAN CA THOLICS AND RECUSANTS IN 

TORKSBIRE, temp. James I. (a.d, 1604). Edited, with Copious 
Gtenealoeioal Notes, by BcwiKD PbACOCe:, P.S.A. (Editor of "Army 
Lists of the Boundbeads and Cavaliers, 1643"). 4io, elegantly 
printed, lat. 6d. 



John Camsbn Hottbk, 7. 



D 75, Piccadilly, Lobdoh. 



Very Important New Books. 



Hotten's "Golden Library" 

OF THE BEST AUTHORS. 

*0* A charming collectim of Standard and Favourite Wdfks, elegantly printed in 
Handy Volumes, uniform with the Tav^hnitz Series, and published tU exceedingly low 
prices. The Nev) Volumes are — 

ROCH^FOUCA ULD. —Reflections and Moral MaximaH i s. ; 

cloth, IS. 6d. Essay by Sainte-Beitve. 

Poetical Works. From the Author's 

Original Editions. First Series, Queen Mab 
and Early Poems, is. Sd. ; in doth, cts. 2d. 



^ELLEY. 



HOLMES. 



-Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. 

IS. ; cloth, IS. 6d. 



THE CLERGY 



The Book of Clerical Anecdotes and 

Pulpit Eccentricities, is. 4d. ; cloth, is. lod. 



CHARLES LA MB. 

DICKENS.'^^^^^ 
^ QIC KENS. 



The Essays of Ella. Complete. 

Both Series, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 



%> 



n 



Life. By the Author of the " Life of 

Thackeray." 2s. 

Speeches upon Literary and Social 

Topics. 2s, 
His Speeches are as good as any of his printed writings." — The Times. 



- ARTEMUS WARD.— In London; with the "Punch" 

Letters, is. 6d. ; cloth, 2s. 6(2. 

*«^ TENNY80N7~ Old Prose Stories of Idylls of the 

King, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

DISRAELI'S, GLADSTONE'S, AND BRIGHT'S SPEECHES 

in. separate vols., at is. ^d. ; cloth, is. lod. 
Comprise all the Important Speeches of these Statesmen during the past 25 years. 



CARLYLE. 



■On the Choice of Books, is. ; cl. is.6d. 



Should he read and re-read by every young man in the three kingdoms. 



HOLMES. 



-Professor at the Breakfast Table. 

IS. ; cloth, IS. 6d. 



LEIGH HUNT 



Tale for a Chimney Corner, and 

other Essa/ys. is. 4d. ; cloth, is. lod. 



HOOD. 




Whims and Oddities. 80 lllnstrar 

tions. 2 Series, Complete, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 



n 



-Hans Breitmann's Ballads, Com-, 

plete. IS. ; cloth, is. 6d. 



J. o&DZir Aim CO., pbintsbs, 172, st. johv scbbst, 1.0. 



it 
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